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ANDY GRANT’S PLUCK. 


CHAPTER I. 
THE TELEGRAM. 


eS TELEGRAM for you, Andy!” said 
Arthur Bacon, as he entered the room 
of Andy Grant in Penhurst Academy. 

“A telegram!” repeated Andy in vague 
alarm, for the word suggested something 
urgent—probably bad news of some kind. 

He tore open the envelope and read the few 
words of the message: 


“Come home at once. Something has happened. 
“ MoTHER.” 


“What can it be?” thought Andy, per- 
plexed. ‘At any rate mother is well, for she 
sent the telegram.” : 


“ What is it?” asked Arthur. 
1 
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“T don’t know. You can read the telegram 
for yourself.” 

“Must you go home?” asked Arthur, in a 
tone of regret. 

“Yes. When is there a train?” 

“ At three this afternoon.” 

“Twill take it. I must go and see Dr. 
Crabb.” 

“ But won’t you come back again?” 

“T don’t know. Iam all in the dark. I 
think something must have happened to my 
father.” 

Dr. Crabbwas at his desk in his library— 
it-was Saturday afternoon, and.school was not 
in session—when Andy knocked at the door. 

“Come in!” said the doctor, in a deep voice, 

Andy opened the door .and entered. Dr. 
Crabb smiled, for Andy was his favorite pupil. 

“Come in, Grant!” he said. ‘ What can 
I do for you?” 

“Give me permission to go home. I have 
just had a telegram. I will show it to:you.” 

The doctor was a man. of. fifty-five, with .a 
high forehead and an intellectual face. He 
wore glasses, and had done so for ten years, 
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They gave him the appearance of a learned © 
scholar, as he was. ; 

“Dear me!” he said. ‘“ How unfortunate! ° 
Only two weeks to the end of the term, and 
you our promus |” 

_ “Tam very sorry, sir; but perhaps I may 
be able to come back.” 

“Do so, by all means, if you can. There 
is hardly a pupil I could not better spare.” 

“Thank ‘you, sir,” said Andy, gratefully. 
“There is a train at three o’clock. I would 
like to take it.” | 

“By all means. And let me hear from 
you, even if you can’t come back.” 

‘I will certainly write, doctor. Thank 
you for all your kindness.” 

Penhurst Academy was an endowed school. 
On account of the endowments the annual 
rate to e2sarding-scholars was very reasonable 
—only three hundred dollars, including every- 

- thing. 

The academy had a fine reputation, which 
it owed in large part to the high character and 
gifts of Dr. Crabb, who had been the princi- 
pal for twenty-five years. He had connected 
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himself with the school soon after he left Dart- 
mouth, and had been identified with it for the 
greater part of his active life. 

Andy had been a pupil for over two years, 
and was an excellent Latin and Greek scholar. 
In a few months he would be ready for col- 
lege. 

Dr. Crabb was anxious to have him go to. 
Dartmouth, his own alma mater, being con- 
vinced that he would do him credit and make 
a brilliant record for scholarship. Indeed, it 
was settled that he would go, his parents 
being ready to be guided by the doctor’s ad- 
vice. . 

From Penhurst to Arden, where Andy’s 
parents lived, was fifty miles. Starting at 
three o’clock, the train reached Arden station 
at five. 

As Andy stepped on the platform he saw 
Roland Hunter, the son of a neighbor. 

“ How are you, Andy?” asked Roland, with 
acheerful greeting. ‘How do you happen 
to be coming home? Is it vacation ?” 

‘““No; I was summoned home by a telegram. 
Is—are they all well at home?” 


ac ‘Yes, s0 80. 


ng so near.” 

“Father is well, then ?” 

“Come to think of it, I heard he fo a bad — 
Bs dache. I saw him rey and he had © 
~asort of worried look.” : 

at, At any rate it isn’t anything serious. Are. 


‘Thank you, Roland. My oe is fathers 
vy, and as it is a mile to the house I shall © 
be glad to accept your offer.” 
“Bundle in, then,” said Roland, morily. 
on’t know but I ought to charge yan a 
quarter. That’s the regular fare by A eels 
“All right!—charge it if you like,” re-— 
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“Oh, yes, especially Lily. You and she 
are great friends, I believe.” 

“Oh, yes,” answered Andy, with a smile. 

“She thinks a good deal more:of you than 
she does of me.” 

“Girls don’t generally appreciate their 
brothers, I believe. If I hada sister, I pre- 
sume she would like you better than me.” 

Roland dropped Andy Grant at his. father’s 
gate. 

It may be said here that Mr. Grant owned 
a farm of fifty acres, that yielded him a com- 
fortable living when supplemented by the in- 
terest on three thousand dollars invested in 
Government bonds. On the farm was a house 
of moderate size which had always been a 
pleasant home to Andy and his little brother 
Robert, generally called Robbie. | = 

Andy opened the gate and walked up to 
the front door, valise in hand. 

The house and everything about it seemed 
just as it did when he left at the beginning of 
the school term. But Andy looked at them 
with different eyes. 

Then he had been in good spirits, eager ta 
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return to his school work. Now something 
» had happened, he did not yet know what. 

Mrs. Grant was in the back part of the 
house, and Andy was in the sitting-room be- 
fore she was fully aware of his presence. 
Then she came in from the kitchen, where 
_ she was preparing:supper. . 

Her face seemed careworn, but there was -a 
smile upon it as she greeted her son. 
“Then you got my telegram?” she said. 
“J didn’t think that you would be here so 
goon.” 

“T started sat once, mother, for I felt 
anxious. What has happened? Are you all 
well ?” mee 

“Ves, thank God, we are in fair health, 
but we have met with misfortune.” 

SWhatas 1627... 

-“ Nathan Lawrence, cashier of the bank in 
Benton, has disappeared with twenty thousand 
dollars of the bank’s money.” 

“ What has that to do with father? He 
hasn’t much money in that bank.” 

“Your father is on Mr. Lawrence’s bond to ~ 
the amount of six thousand dollars.” 
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“T see,” answered Andy, gravely. “ How 
much will he lose?” 

“The whole of it.” 

This, then, was what had happened. Toa 
man in moderate circumstances it must needs 
be a heavy blow. 

“T suppose it-will make a great difference?” 
said Andy, inquiringly. 

“You can judge. Your father’s property 
consists of this farm and three thousand dol- 
lars in Government bonds. It will be neces- 
sary to sacrifice the bonds and place a mort- 
gage of three thousand dollars on the farm.” 

“How much is the farm worth ?” 

“Not over six thousand dollars.” 

“Then father’s property is nearly all swept 
away.” 

“Yes,” said his mother, sadly. “ Hereafter 
he will receive no help from outside interest, 
and will, besides, have to pay interest on a 
mortgage of three thousand dollars, at six per 
cent.” 

“Qne hundred and eighty dollars.” 

“Yes.” 

‘ Altogether, then, it will diminish our 
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income by rather more than three hundred 
dollars.” 

“Yes, Andy.” 

“That is about what my education has been 
costing father,” said Andy, in a low voice. 
- He began to see how this misfortune was 
going to affect him. 

“T am afraid,” faltered Mrs. Grant, “that 
you will have to leave school.” 

“Of course I must,” said Andy, speaking 


with a cheerfulness which he did not feel. 


“ And in place of going to college I must see 
how I can help father bear this burden.” 

“Tt will be very hard upon you, Andy,” 
said his mother, in a tone of sympathy. 
- “TJ shall be sorry, of course, mother; but 
there are plenty of boys who don’t go to col- 

lege. I shall be no worse off than they.” 
-_ “Tam glad you bear the disappointment so 
well, Andy. It is of you that your father and 
I haye thought chiefly since the blow fell 
upon us.” | 

“ Who will advance father the money on 
mortgage, mother?” 

“Squire Carter has expressed a willingness 
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to do so. He will be here this evening to 

talk it over.” ; 
“Tam sorry for that, mother. Heisahard _ 

man. If there is a chance to take advantage 

of father, he won’t hesitate to do it.’” ; 
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CHAPTER II. 
SQUIRE CARTER. / 


HEN Mr. Grant entered the room, he 
seemed to Andy to have grown five 


_ years older. His face was sad, and he had 


lost the brisk, cheerful manner which was 


_ habitual to him. 


“as your mother told you?” he asked. 

“Yes, father.” Then he added, with in- 
dignation, “What a wicked man Mr.. Law- 
rence must be!” 

“T suppose he was tempted,” said Mr. 
Grant, slowly. “Here a a note I received 
from him this morning.” . 

Andy took the envelope from his father’s 
hand, and, opening it, read the following lines: 


“Oitp FRIEND— 

“Perhaps by the time you receive this letter you 
will have heard of the wrong I have done you and 
yours, and the loss I have brought upon you. Itis 
to me a source of the greatest sorrow, for I fear you 
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will never recover from it. I am just ready to go 
away. I cannot stay here to receive punishment, 
for it would tie my hands, and prevent my making 
reparation, as I hope some day todo. Why didIgo 
wrong? I can’t explain, except that it was infatua- 
tion. In a moment of madness I took some of the 
funds of the bank and risked them in Wall Street. 
I lost and went in deeper, hoping to be more fortu- 
nate and replace the stolen money. That is the way 
such things usually happen. 

“T can say no more except that it will be my 
earnest effort to give you back the money you will 
lose by me. It may take years, but I hope we both 
shall live long enough for me to do it. 

“ NaTHAN LAWRENCE.” 


Andy read this letter in silence and gave 
it back to his father. 

“Do you believe he is sincere?” he asked. 

“ Yes; he has many good points, and I be- 
lieve he really feels attached to me.” 

“He has taken a strange way to show it.” 

“‘ He was weak, and een to temptation. 
There are many like him.” 

“Do you believe he will ever be able to 
make up the loss?” 

“T don’t know. He is a man of fine busi- 
ness talent and may be able in time to do some- 
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gS thing, but his defalcation amounts to twenty 
thousand dollars.” 

“We must try to make the best of it, father. eS 
You have been spending three hundred dollars 
a year for me, besides the expense of my 
Clothes. If that is saved, it will make up 
your loss of income.” 
ae “But, my dear boy, I don’t like to sacrifice 

your prospects.” 

“Tt won’t be sacrificing them,” said Andy, 
with forced cheerfulness. “It will only 
change them. Of course I must give up the 

thought of a college education, but I may 
make a success in business.” 

“Tt will be very hard upon you,” said Mr. 
Grant, sadly. 

“No, father. I won’t deny that I shall be 

sorry just at first, but it may turn out better - 
for me in the end.” y 
“You are a good boy to take it so well, a 
Andy. I had no right to risk so much, even 
for a friend like Lawrence.” 
You have known Mr. Lawrence for many — 
years, have you not, father?” 

“Yes; we were schoolboys together. I 
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thought him the soul of honor. But I onght 
not to have risked three-quarters of my estate, 
even for him.” 

“You can’t be blamed, father. You had 
full confidence in him.” 

““Yes,-I had full confidence in him,” 
sighed Mr. Grant. 

“ And he may yet be able to make up the 
loss to you.” 

Though Andy said this, he only said it to 
mitigate his father’s regret, for he had very 
little confidence in the missing cashier or his 


promises. He was repaid by seeing his father — 


brighten up. 

“You have cheered me, Andy,” he said. 
“1 don’t care so much for myself, but I haye 
been thinking of you and your mother.” _ 

“And we have been thinking of you, 


father,’ said Mrs.-Grant. “It might be 


worse.” 
“T don’t see very well how that could be.” 
“We are in good health, thank God! and 
your reputation is unblemished. Compare 
your position with that of Nathan Lawrence, 
forced to flee in disgrace and shame.” 
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“You are right, wife. He is more to be 
pitied than I am.” 

“Ts he a married man, father ?” 

“No; that is, he is a widower.” 

“ While we are spared to each other. We 
must trust in God and hope for the best,” 
said Mrs. Grant. 

- “ Mother tells me you expect to get part of 
the money you need from Squire Carter,” 
said Andy. . 

“Yes, he has promised to take a mortgage 
of three thousand dollars on the old place.” 

““T have heard he is a hard man, father. 
I don’t think he is influenced by kindness.” 

““T can’t afford to inquire into his motives. 
Tt is enough that he will furnish the money. 
But for that I might have to sell the farm, and 
then we should be quite helpless.” 

About seven o’clock Squire Carter made 
his appearance. Andy opened the door for 
him. 

' He was a tall, florid-faced man, with an air 
of consequence based upon his knowledge that 
he was the richest man in the town. 

a Good-evening, Andrew,” he said, for he 
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was always formal. “So you are home from 
school ?” 

‘SY és, -e1r/ 

“When did you come?” 

“This afternoon, sir.” 

“T suppose you heard of your father’s mis- 
fortune ?” 

oY es. Sir.’ 

“Ha! it is very sad—very sad, indeed. I 
quite feel for your father. I am trying to 
help him out of his trouble. He was a very 
foolish man to risk so much on that rascal 
Lawrence.” 

Andy was disposed to agree with the squire, 
but he did not like to hear his father blamed. 


“T think he realizes that he was unwise, 


Squire Carter,’ said Andy. ‘“ Won’t you 
walk in ?” 

“T suppose your father is at home ?” said 
the squire, as he stepped into the front entry. 

“Yes, sir; he was expecting you.” 

Andy opened the door of the sitting-room, 
and the squire entered. 

Mr. Grant rose from the rocking-chair in 
which he was seated and welcomed his visitor. 
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“T am glad to see you, squire,” he said. 
“Take a seat by the fire.” 

“Thank you,” said the squire, with dig- 
nity. ‘I came, as I said I would. I do not 
desert an old neighbor because he has been 
unfortunate.” 

But for his patronizing tone his words 
would have awakened more gratitude. As it 
was, his manner seemed to say, “See how 
kind-hearted I am.” 

Andy felt more and more sorry to think 
his father must be indebted to such a man. 

“Tt is getting quite fallish,” said the squire, 
rubbing his hands. ‘I suppose I am more 
sensitive to cold, as my home is heated through- 
out with steam.” 

“T hope we shall be able to make you com- 
fortable, Squire Carter,” returned Mrs. Grant, 
who had entered the room in time to hear this 
last speech. 

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Grant. I always adapt my- 
self to circumstances.” 

“That is very kind in you,’ Andy was 
tempted to say, but he forbore. It would not 
do to offend the village magnate. 

2 
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‘‘T see you have sent for Andrew,” observed 
the squire, with a wave of his hand towards 
the boy. . 

“Yes; I shall not be able to keep him at- 
Penhurst Academy any longer.” 

“Very sensible decision of yours. No 
doubt it cost you a pretty penny to keep him 
there ?” 

The nenOO charge is three hundred dol- 
lars a year.” 

“Bless my soul! How extravagant! Ydn 
will excuse my saying so, but I think you have 
been very unwise. It really seems like 4 
wasteful use of money.” 

“Don’t you believe in education, squire ?” 
asked Mrs. Grant. 

“Yes; but why couldn’t he get all the edu- - 
cation he needs here ?” 

“ Because there is no one here who teaches 
Latin and Greek.” 

“And what good would Latin and Greek 
do him? I don’t know anything of Latin and 
Greek, and yet I flatter myself I have sue- 
ceeded pretty well. I believe I am looked up 
to in the village, eh ?” 


ee, 4 a : + @nake . } % 
a ae ve Aa bray Vf ae, (eae e ig te EL en pee re aie a hs ae? , 


Pee ee > 
by TER en saa 


- ~ = 
SQUIRE CARTER. 19 


“No doubt you occupy a prominent. posi- 
tion, squire, but the boy had a fancy for the 
languages and wanted to go to college.” 

“JT shall not send my son to college, though 
of course I can afford it.” 

“ Perhaps he doesn’t care to go.” 

“No; the boy is sensible. He will be sat- 
isfied with the advantages his father enjoyed. 
Supposing your boy had gone to college, what 
egepwould you have made of him ?” 

“He thought he would have liked to pre- 
pare himself for a teacher or professor.” 
“Tt’s a poor business, neighbor Grant. A 
schoolmate of mine became a teacher—the 
_ teacher of an academy—and I give you my 
word he’s as poor as poverty.” 
“Money isn’t everything, squire.” 
“Tt’s a good deal, as in your present cir- 
~ cumstances you must admit. But we may as 
~ well come to business.” 
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CHAPTER III. 
ANDY LEAVES THE ACADEMY. 


ss OU need to raise three thousand dollars, 
I believe, neighbor Grant?” began 

the squire. 

“ Yes, squire.”’ 

“Three thousand dollars is a good deal of 
money.” 

“T realize that,” said Mr. Grant, sadly. 

““T was about to say it is a good deal to 
raise on the security of the farm.” 

“The farm cost me six thousand dollars.” 

“Tt would fetch only five thousand now. 
It wouldn’t fetch that at a forced sale.” 

“But for my losses I wouldn’t consider an 
offer of less than six thousand.” 

“Of course you are attached to it, and that 
gives it a fancy value in your eyes.” 

“Tt is good land, and productive. Then, 
it is well situated, and the buildings are 
good.” 


Peicntie’ 


“ However, thes neither here nor | ee 


here. You want three thousand dollars, and — 

have agreed to let you have it. I will take 

, mortgage for two years, the interest being, 
usual, at six per cent.” 


easily. 2 
“Yes. Iam not sure that I can spare the 
money longer than two years. I give you that 

time to pay it off.” 

“But it will be impossible for me to pay it | 

Be sino years. In fact, it will take all my — 


te ‘Of course that isn’t my aoloae 2 : 
“Do you mean that you will foreclose in 
years ?” } 
Not necessarily. I may not need the 
money so soon. Besides, you may find some | 
one else to take it off my hands.” | 
_“Can’t you say five years, squire?” pleaded 
the farmer. 


pk 


ee Carter shook his head. 


‘Two years?” repeated Farmer Grant, un- ea 
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terms are not agreeable, we will consider the 
negotiations at an end.” 

“T won’t make any difficulty, squire; I ac- 
cept your terms.” 

“That is sensible. I can’t, for my part, see 
how five years would have been more favorable 
to you than two.” 

“My son Andrew is sixteen. By the time 
he is twenty-one he might help me.” 

“'There’s not much chance of that—unless 
he marries a fortune,” said the squire, jocosely. 
“T suppose you will keep him at home to help 
you on the farm ?” 

‘We haven’t talked the matter over yet. I 
will consult his wishes as far as I ean. He 
can’t earn much money on the farm. What 
are you going to do with your son?” 


“Conrad will probably be a merchant, or a 


banker,” said the squire, pompously. 

“With your means you can select any path 
in life for him.” 

“True; as my son he will have a great ad- 
vantage. Well, as our business is arranged, 
I will leave you. If you will call at Lawyer 
Tower’s office to-morrow at noon the papers 
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can be drawn up, and I will give you a check | 
for the money.” 

“Thank you, squire. I will meet the ap- 

- pointment.” 

“Tf you don’t want Andrew to work on the 
farm I will turn over his case in my mind and 
see if I can get him a position.” 

“Thank you. I should be glad to have 
him well started in some business where he 
can raise himself.” 

As the term of the academy was so nearly 
completed, Andy went back, with his father’s 
permission, to remain till vacation. He 
sought an interview at once with Dr. Crabb, 
the principal, and informed him of the ne- 
cessity he was under of leaving the institu- 
tion. 

“T am really sorry, Andrew,” said the 

“doctor. “ You are one of my best pupils. I 
am not sure but the best. There is scareely 
one that I would not sooner lose. I shall be 
willing to take you for half price—that is, for 
one hundred and fifty dollars—till you are 
ready for college.” 

“Thank you, Dr. Crabb,” replied Andy, 
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gratefully. ‘You are very kind, but even 4 
that sum my father, in his changed circum- 
stances, would be unable to pay. Besides, it 
would be quite out of my power to go to col- 
lege even if I were prepared.” 

“Tt is a thousand pities,” said the princi- 
pal, with concern. “If you must leave, you — 
must. Jam not sure but I should be willing 
to take you gratuitously.” | 

“Thank you; but I feel that I ought to go 
to work at once to help my father. It is not 
enough that I free him from expense.” 

““No doubt you are right. I respect you 
for your determination. You need not hesi- 
tate to apply to me at any time in the future 
if you see any way in which I can be of ser- 

. Vice to you.” 

“JT think it will help me if you will give 
me a letter of recommendation, which I can 
show to any one from whom I seek employ- 
ment.” 

“YT will give you such a letter with great 
pleasure ;” and the doctor, sitting down-at his 
desk, wrote a first-class recommendation of his — 
favorite pupil. 


was general ‘regret in the academy 
it was learned that Andy must leave 
One little boy of twelve—Dudley — 
meron, a special favorite of Andy’s—came eae 
him to ask if there was no way by which — 
he could manage to stay. ~ 
_ “No, Dudley; I am too poor,” said Andy. © 
“Tf T write to papa and ask him to send 
ua 1 thousand dollars, will you stay ?” asked 


= you rae and ould give me the money, 
could not take it. I must go to work ib 


Ip my father.” : 
“You will write to me sometimes, Andy? age — 


Sy 


“ Yes; : 5 will be te to do that.” 


nissed. 
ae the closing day he received the first 
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“You will take my best wishes with you, — 
Andy,” said the venerable principal. “ Let 
me hear from you when you have made any 
business arrangement.” 

The farewells were said, and Andy set out 
on his-return home. 


He was leaving the old life behind him. A 


‘new one lay before him, but what it was to be 


he could not foresee. 

He reached Arden in due course and set 
out to walk home. He had barely started 
when he heard his name called. 

Lookin g around, he saw Conrad Carter, the” 


- squire’s only son, on his bicycle. 


“So you’ve come home from the academy ?”” 
said Conrad, curiously. 

“Yes,” answered Andy, briefly. ; 

He never could bring himself to like Con- 
rad, who made himself offensive and unpopu- 
lar by his airs of superiority. Indeed, there 
was no boy in Arden so thoroughly disliked 
as Conrad. 

“ You'll have a pretty long vacation,” went. 
on Conrad, with a significant laugh. 

“Yes, I suppose so.” 


. 
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“Oh, weli, it’s the best thing for you. I 
thought it foolish when your father sent you 
off to the academy. If the Arden grammar 
school is good enough for me it is good enough 
for you.” 

“There is nothing to prevent your going to 


the academy.” 


“JT know that. My father could afford it 
even if it cost a good deal more. You wanted 
to go to college, didn’t you ?” 

Be eS. 

“It was foolish for a poor boy like you.” 

“Of course your age and experience make 
your opinion of value,” said Andy, with a sar- 
easm which he did not care to conceal. 

‘“‘T advise ygu not to be too independent,” 
returned Conrad, displeased. ‘Are you going 
to work on the farm?” 

“T may till I get a situation.” 

“T’ll speak to father. He might take you 
for an errand-boy.” 

“T don’t think that place would suit me.” 

* Why not?” 

“JT want to go into some mercantile estab- 


lishment and learn business.” 
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“That’s what I am going to do when I get 
through school. Of course there is no hurry 
in my case.” ak — 

“T suppose not.” 

“T suppose you know that my father has 
taken a mortgage on your father’s farm.” 

“ Yes, I know that.” 

“Tf your father can’t pay the mortgage when 
it is due, father will have to take the farm.” 

Andy made no answer, but thought Conrad 
more disagreeable than ever. By way of 
changing the conversation he said: 

“'That’s a new bicycle, isn’t it?” ~. :; 

“Yes; I got tired of the old one. This is 
a very expensive one. Wouldn’t you-like to 
own a bicycle?” 

“Yes.” 

“Of course you never will.” 

“Then I must be content without one.” 

“Well, I must leave you. -P’ll come around 
soon and see you ride a horse to plow.” 


As Conrad sped away on his wheel Andy 


said to himself, 
“T shouldn’t like to be rich.if it made me 
as disagreeable as Conrad.” 


CHAPTER IV. 


PREPARING FOR THE PICNIC. 


HE change in his father’s circumstances 

_ had come so suddenly that Andy could 

not immediately decide upon a plan of secur- 
ing employment. 

He was not idle, however. There was work 


to do on the farm, and he took off his uniform, 


for Penhurst Academy was a military school, 
and donned, instead, a rough farm suit, in 
which he assisted his father. 

If he felt a pang of regret he did not 
show it, for he did not wish to add further 
to his father’s grief over his imprudent act 
of friendship. 

It was while he was at work hoeing corn 
that Conrad Carter came up one day, and, 
leaning against the fence, looked at Andy with 
an amused expression. 

“Oho, you’ve turned farmer in earnest!” 
he said. : 
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“Yes, for the time being,” answered Andy, = | 


eomposedly. 

“ You look fine in your overalls.” 

“Do you think so? Thank you for the 
compliment.” he 

“You might as well keep on. You will 
probably succeed better as a farmer than in 
business.” 

“T mean to succeed in anything I un- 
dertake.” 

““-You’ve got a_comfortable opinion of your- 
self.” 

“While you, on the contrary, are modest 
and unassuming.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Conrad, col- 
oring. ; 
“JT meant to compliment you, but if you 
don’t like it I will take it back. Suppose I ce 
that you are neither modest nor unassuming.” 

“Tf that is the Reyes going to talk to 
me I will go away,” said Conrad, haughtily. 
“Tt is a little imprudent, considering———” 

“ Considering what ?” 

“That my father Ses turn you all out at 
the end of two years.” 


er 


—~ 
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“Tf that is the way you are going to talk to 
_ meT shall be glad to have you go away, as 
you just threatened.” 
_ “Pride and poverty don’t go together very 
well,” said Conrad, provoked. | 
“T don’t want to be either proud or poor,” a 
~ returned Andy, smiling. 
“That fellow provokes me,” thought Con- 
rad. ‘ However, he’ll repent it some time.” 
In five minutes his place was taken by 
Valentine Burns, an intimate friend of 
Andy’s. His father kept the village store, 
and was one of the leading citizens of Arden. 
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“Hard at work, I see, Andy,” he said. a 

“ Don’t you want to help me?” e 
“No, I’m too lazy. I have to work in the a 
store out of school hours, you know. Are 4 
you going to the picnic?” ‘ 
What picnic?” a 


““There’s a Sunday-school picnic next 
Thursday afternoon. Both churches unite in 
it. All the young people will be there. You 

would have heard of it if you hadn’t been 
absent at school.” 
«JT will certainly go. There are so few 
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amusements in Arden that I can’t afford to 
miss any. I suppose there will be the usual 
attractions ?” : 

“ Yes, and an extra one besides. There’s a 
gentleman from the city staying at the hotel, 
who has offered a prize of ten dollars.to the 
boy who will row across the pond in the 
shortest time.” 

“ The distance is about half a mile, isn’t it?” 

“Yes; a little more.” 

“‘T suppose you will go in for the prize, 
Val. You have a nice boat to practice in.” 

“ No amount of practice would give me the 
prize. I don’t excel as a rower.” 

“ Who is expected to win ?” 

“Conrad Carter confidently counts on se- 
curing the prize. There is no boy in Arden 
that can compete with him, except——” 

“ Well, except whom ?” 

“ Andy Grant.” 

“T don’t know,” said Andy, thoughtfully. 
“T can row pretty well; that is, I used to; 
but I am out of practice.” 

“Why don’t you get back your practice ?” 

‘“‘T have no boat.” 


=, 
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_ “Then use mine,” said Valentine, promptly. 
“You are very kind, Val. How many 


_ dats are there before the picnic?” 


“Five. In five days you can accomplish a 


great deal.” 


“I should like to win the ten dollars. I 


_ want to go to the city and look for a place, and 


I don’t want to ask father for the money.” 

“Ten dollars would carry you there nicely, 
and give you a day or two to look around.” 

-“True; well, Val, I will accept your kind 

offer. Is Conrad practicing ?” 

“Yes ; he is out every afternoon.”’ 

“T can’t go till after supper.” 

“Then begin this evening. You know 
where I keep my boat. I will be at the boat- 


__ house at half-past six, and you can meet me 


there.”’ 
“Allright. You are a good friend, Val.” 
“T try to be, but it isn’t all friendship.” 
“ What else, then ?” 
“JT want Conrad defeated. He is insuffer- 


able now, and if he wins the prize he will be 


a 


worse than ever.” 


Prospect Pond was a little distance out of 
3 
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the village. It was a beautiful sheet of water, 
and a favorite resort for picnic parties. Con- 
rad Carter, Valentine Burns, and two or three 
other boys and young men, had boats there, 
and a man named Serwin kept boats for hire. 

But the best boats belonged to Valentine 
and Conrad. It was rather annoying to Con- 
rad that any one should have a boat as good 
as his own, but this was something he could 
not help. He consoled himself, however, by 
reflecting that he was a better oarsman than 
Valentine. 

He had been out practicing during the 
afternoon, accompanied by John Larkin, a 
neighbor’s son. John stood on the bank and 
timed him. 

“Well, John, how do I row?” he asked, 
when he returned from his trial trip. 

“ You did very well,” said John. 

“There won’t be anyone else that can row 
against me, eh?” 

““T don’t think of anyone. Valentine hag 
as good a boat a 

“T don’t admit that,” said Conrad, jeal- 
ously. 


— 


“TJ would just as soon have his as yours,” 
said John, independently ; “‘ but he can’t row 
with you.” | 

“ T should think not.” 

“Jimmy Morris is a good rower, but he 
has no boat, and would have to row in one 
of Serwin’s boats. You know what they are.” 

“He couldn’t come up to me, no matter in 
what boat he rowed,” said Conrad. 

“ Well, perhaps not; I don’t know.” 

“Well, you ought to know, John Larkin.” 

““My opinion’s my own, Conrad,” said 
John; manfully. 

“ All the same, you are mistaken.” 

“Tf Valentine would lend his boat. to 
Jimmy we could tell better.” 

“He won't doit. He will want it himself,” 
said Conrad. 

“As matters stand now, I think you will 
win the prize.” 

“T think so myself.” 

It may be thought surprising that nothing 

was said of Andy Grant and his chances, but 
in truth his boy friends in Arden had never 
seen him row during the last two years. 
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As a matter of fact, he had been the cham- 
pion oarsman of Penhurst Academy, but this 
they did not know. During his vacations at 
home he had done very little rowing, his time 
being taken up in other ways. 

“JT wonder whether Andy Grant can row?” 
said John Larkin. 

Conrad laughed. 

“He can hoe corn and potatoes better than 
he can row, I fancy,” he said. 

“He’s a first-rate fellow,’ said Larkin, 
warmly. 

“‘He’s poor and proud, that’s what he is. 
T called at the farm this morning and he in- 
sulted me.” 

“ Are you sure it wasn’t the other way ?” 

“Look here, John Larkin, if you don’t 
treat me with more respect I won’t associate 
with you.” | 

“Doas you like,” said John, independently. 
“Td just as soon associate with Valentine or 
Andy.” 

“My father can easily buy out both their 
fathers.” 

“That don’t make you any the better fel- 


“2 


f 


ule PREPAR'™NG FOR THE PICNIC. 37 


low. Why are you so anxious to win this 


‘prize? Is it the money you are after ?” 
“No. IfTI want ten dollars my father will 
give it to me. It isn’t the money, but the 


2 glory that I think of.” 


“Jf I had your practice I’d go in for it 
myself. I shouldn’t mind pocketing ten 
dollars.” 

‘No doubt it would be welcome to you.” 

“Let me try your boat for a few minutes.” 
~ © You can have it for ten minutes.” 

“T would like it long enough to row over 
the course.” 

“You can’t have it that long. I’m going 
over it again myself as soon as I have got 
rested from the last trial.” 

John Larkin got into the boat and rowed 
very creditably, but was soon called in by the 
owner of the craft. 

John began to ask himself what benefit he 
got from associating with Conrad, who showed 
his selfishness on all occasions. 

“T wish he would get beaten, after all,” 


thought John; “but I don’t know who there 


is to do it. Valentine is only a passable 
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rower, and Jimmy Morris has no boat of his 


own.” 

Conrad came back in good spirits. He had 
beaten his former record by three-quarters of 
2 minute. 

“Tm sure of the prize,” he said, in exulta- 


tion. 
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CHAPTER V. 
THE BOAT RACE. 


S Andy rowed only in the evening, and 
Conrad practiced in the afternoon, it 
chanced that the coming rivals never met;! 
nor was Conrad aware that Andy proposed to 
dispute the prize with him. 

Even at first Valentine was surprised and 
pleased to observe how Andy handled the 
oars. Before the evening was over he demon- 
strated the fact that he was a first-class oars- 
man, much to the satisfaction of his friend. 

-“ You must have had a good deal of prac- 
tice at the gymnasium,” said Valentine. 
_ “Yes; the director of the gymnasium, who 
is an all-round athlete, gave the boys special 
instruction, by which we all profited. He was 
a graduate of Harvard, and an old member 
‘of the University crew.” | 

“That accounts for it. Your rowing has @ 

style to it that Conrad cannot show.” 
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“Probably he has never had any instruc- 
tions.” . 

«‘ Whatever he has accomplished has come 
by practice. He pulls a strong oar, but there 
is a roughness and lack of smoothness about 
his work. Still he gets over the water pretty 
fast.” 

“And that counts. How does his speed 
compare with mine ?” 

_ “As you rowed to-night, I think the race 

would be a close one. But this is only the 
first evening. Keep on practicing daily, and 
I will bet on you every time.” 

Andy looked pleased. 

“Tam glad to hear you say this,” he said. 
*T shall not row for glory, but for the ten dol- 
lars, which I shall find very useful. You 
have a fine boat, Val. How does Conrad’s 
eompare with yours?” 

“YT should hardly know how to choose be- 
tween them. His boat is a fine one, but mine 
is quite as good.” 

“And I suppose there is no other on the 
pond as fine.” 

“No; Serwin’s boats are old style, and 
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have been in use for years. If you rowed in 
one of those against Conrad you would be 
sure to be beaten.” 

“Then if I win I shall be indebted to you 
for the victory.” 

Valentine smiled. 

‘““T should be glad to think I had anything 
to do with gaining the prize for you, even in- 
directly ; but it will be due in a large measure 
to your own good rowing. Only, keep up 
your practicing.” 

“T will do so.” 

“T want you ‘to win; and, besides, I want 
Conrad to lose. I hope he won’t hear any- 
thing of your entering the race.” 

Two days before the picnic Valentine hap- . 
pened to meet Conrad at his father’s store. 

“Are you going to enter the boat race at 
the picnic?” asked the latter. 

““T am not certain.” 

“You have the only boat that can compare 
with mine. Have you been practicing any ?” 

“J have been rowing a little.” 

“ T shall have to look out,” said Conrad, but 
his manner did not indicate apprehension. 
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“Probably the prize will go either to you 
or me.” 

“Thank you for the compliment.” 

“Suppose we have a little trial by our- 
selves? It may do us both good.” 

“T don’t mind. When shall it be?” 

“Say to-morrow afternoon.” 

“Very well. I will be at the pond at four 
o’clock.” 

“ All right.” 

The two boys met according to agreement, 
and the race took place. 

Conrad beat easily by eight lengths, al- 
though Valentine exerted himself to the best 
of his ability. 

“That settles it,” said Conrad, triumph- 
antly. ‘ You can’t row against me.” 

“‘T am afraid you are right,” returned Val- 
entine, with an air of chagrin. 

“You will need more practice, though you 
row fairly well. I think you pull the best oar 
next to me,” said Conrad, in a patronizing 
tone. 

“Yes, I see that I must practice more.” 

“There will be no‘need for me to practice,” 


said Conrad to himself. “ Tve got a dead 
sure thing.” 


It might have been supposed that Conrad 


-would be indifferent to the money value of the 
prize offered, but he had extravagant tastes, 
and found his allowance from his father, 
though a liberal one, insufficient for his needs. 
He began to consider in what way he would 
spend the money, which he considered as good 
as won. 

At length the day for the picnic dawned. 
The day previous had been unpleasant, and 
there had been considerable anxiety lest the 


weather should prove unpleasant. But greatly _ 
to the general satisfaction it was bright with — 


sunshine, and the temperature was delightful. 
The young people of both societies turned 
out en masse and looked forward to a good 
eines, 
The race had been fixed for half-past three 


o'clock. At that hour the superintendent of 


the Sunday-school came forward and said: 
“Owing to the liberality of Mr. Gale, of 

New York, a boarder at the hotel, a prize of 

ten dollars has been offered to the best oars- 
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man who may compete for it. Boats will start 
from the pier, and the course will be to the 
opposite bank of the pond and back. I am 
sure that this will prove a very attractive 
feature of our picnic. Boys who intend to 
compete will now present themselves.”’ 

The first to come forward was Conrad Car- 
ter. He was dressed in a handsome boating 
costume, and his manner indicated great con- 
fidence. He looked around for Valentine, 
but the latter made no motion towards the 
shore, though his boat was in the pond along 
with the rest. 

“ Aren’t you going to row, Valentine?” 
asked Conrad, in surprise. 

“No; I have lent my boat to Andy Grant.” 

At the same time Andy, in his ordinary 
attire, came forward, and stepped into Valen- 
tine’s boat. 

_ Conrad arched his brows in surprise. He 

had been disappointed to find that Valentine 
would not row, but he was quite as well pleased 
at the prospect of beating Andy. 

He was rather surprised, however, as he 
had never heard that Andy could row. 
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me “He must be a fool to think of rowing 
: Ee ratact me,” he said to himself. 


Next came Jimmy Morris, who took his 


_ place in one of Serwin’s boats. 

Two other boys also appeared in hired 
boats, one of them being Dennis Carlyle, a 
friend of John Larkin’s. 

When the boats were in line, the superin- 
tendent gave the signal. : 

Conrad got the first start. The others kept 
together, a length or two behind Conrad. 
_ Andy did not appear to be exerting himself, 
_ but his strokes showed a smoothness that was 
lacking in any of the rest. 

Mr. Gale, the donor of the prize, who was 
himself a very good rower, took notice of 
him. 

_ Who is that boy ?” he asked, pointing to 
Andy. “I don’t think I have seen him 
before.” 

“Tt is Andy Grant, the son of Farmer 
Grant.” 

“Why haven’t I seen him before?” 

“He has been absent at school—at Pen- 
_hurst Academy.” 
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“He knows how to row. See how he 
handles his oars.” 

“T didn’t know he was a rower.” 

“He is, and a good one. I shouldn’t be 
surprised if he wins the race.” 

“ What, against Conrad Carter?” asked the 
superintendent, incredulously. 

“Yes. It is easy to see that he has been 
trained, while Conrad, though he pulls a 
strong oar, rows like a country amateur.” 

Conrad was so intent upon his own work 
that he had not had an opportunity of watch- 
ing his competitors. When he had nearly 
reached the point selected on the other bank, 
he turned about and saw Andy close behind 
him. 

Andy was not apparently exerting himself, 
but pulled a strong, steady stroke, and seemed 
quite free from excitement. For the first time 
Conrad saw that he was a competitor not to 
be despised. 

After the turn Conrad and Andy led the 
procession, Next came Jimmy Morris, and 
last. of all Dennis Carlyle. 

The latter managed to catch a crab, and in 
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his attempt to right himself tumbled into the 


water. ‘ 

“Don’t mind me!” he called out humor- 
ously. ‘I’m only taking a bath.” 

So the other contestants kept on, in the 
same order. 

But this was not to continue. Suddenly 


Andy made a spurt and forged ahead of Con- . 


rad. The young aristocrat could hardly be- 
heve his eyes when he saw Valentine’s boat, 
impelled by a competitor whom he had de- 
spised, take the leading place. 

He flushed with vexation and made a des- 


perate effort to regain his lost position. But — 


he was excited, and did not use his strength 
to the best advantage. , 

To his great annoyance he saw that Andy 
was continuing to gain upon him, and that 
without any great effort. His smooth, steady 


stroke was most effective. Even the unprac- 
ticed eye could see his superiority to any of 


his competitors. 

When the goal was reached he was five 
lengths ahead of Conrad, and twelve lengths 
ahead of Jimmy Morris. 


Be Oss aa 


Te oer? Te te ee 


\ we 
ol Pilea at a MON ele eS 


PRBS my eee 


=e) ae ha at ow .  e 
. 1 ‘ vs) 
“ rd a 
- “- r= 


48 ANDY GBANT’S PLUCK. 


It was a genuine surprise to the spectators, 
and a great shout went up, 

“Three cheers for Andy Grant!” 

Andy smiled, and he raised his hat in ac- 
knowledgment of the compliment. 

Mr. Gale pressed forward and greeted the 
young victor. 

“You have done yourself credit,” he said. 
“You know how to row. Where did you 
learn ?” 

“ At Penhurst Academy ; I was trained by 
a Harvard oarsman.” 

‘‘ He understood his business, and so do you. 
I have great pleasure in presenting you with 
the prize.” . 

With sullen look Conrad listened to those 
words. Without a word be sprang on shore, 
and, as soon as he could, turned his back upon 
the picnic. 

“Conrad is terribly disappointed!” said 
Valentine. ‘You have made yourself fa- 
mous, Andy,” 
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CHAPTER VI. 
‘A LIBERAL OFFER. 


HOROUGHLY mortified and crestfallen, 

Conrad went home. He hoped to go up 

to his room without observation, but his father 
noticed his entrance. 

“Well, Conrad,” he said, with a smile, 
“did you carry off the honors at the pic- 
nic?” 

** No, I didn’t,” answered Conrad, bitterly. 

“Did Valentine Burns defeat you?” 

peo.” 

“Who won the prize?” 

“ Andy Grant.” 

Squire Carter was amazed. 

“Can he row ?” he ejaculated. 

“Yes, a little.” 

* But he beat you?” 

“T’]l tell you how it was, father,” said Con- 
_ rad, who had decided upon his story. “I was 
well ahead till we got half way back, when I 
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got a terrible pain in my arm. I must have 
strained it, I think. Of course I couldn’t do 
anything after that, and Andy, who was next 
to me, went in and won.” 

Squire Carter never thought of doubting 
Conrad’s story. His pride extended to his 
family and all connected with him, and he 
felt satisfied that Conrad was the best rower 
in the village. 

‘““Where did the Grant boy learn to row?” 
he asked. 

“T heard him tell Mr. Gale that he learned 
at the academy.” 

“You don’t think he is equal to you?” 

“Of courseyhe isn’t. Iam miles ahead of 
him.” 

“Tt was very unfortunate that your arm 
gave out. You had better speak to your 
mother, and she will put some arnica on it.” 

“J will,” said Conrad, cunningly. “I 
would rather have had any boy beat me than 
that upstart Andy Grant. He will put on no 
end of airs. Besides, I shall miss the money.” 

“That, at anyrate, I can make up to you. 
Here are two five-dollar bills.” 
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“Thank you, father,” said Conrad, as, with 
“much satisfaction, he pocketed the bills. “It 
_ was lucky I thought about the strain,” he 
said to himself. “ All the same, it is awfully 
humiliating to be beaten by that beggar.” | 

“Ffow do you think Conrad accounts for 
his defeat, Andy?” said Valentine the next 
day. 

“T can’t tell.” 

“He says he strained the muscles of his 
arm.” 

Andy smiled. 

“Tf it will make him feel any better, I have 
no objection to that explanation.” 

“‘ His father has given him ten dollars, so 
he will not lose any money. But he won’t get 

any of the boys to believe his story.” 

“The money is very acceptable to me,” said 
Andy. “If I had lost, my father couldn’t 
have made it up to me.” 

At five o’clock, on his way to the post-office, 
Andy met Mr. Gale. 


Walter Gale was a young man about 


twenty-five. He had a pleasant face, and his 
manner was genial. He had a strong sympa- 
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thy with boys, and he was a favorite with 
them. 

“Well, Andrew,” he said, “have you re- 
covered from your exertions in the boat 
race ?” 

“Oh, yes; I am used to rowing, and felt 
very little fatigue.” 

“T hear that Conrad is very much mortified 
by his defeat.” 

“T believe he is. He felt sure of winning.” 

“‘ And he would have done so if you had 
remained out of the list.” 

“He told Valentine Brown that he strained 
the muscles of his arm, and that this defeated 
him.” 

“T should think better of him if he would 
acknowledge tnat he was fairly beaten. Are 
you at ae this evening ?” 

Yes, sir.’ 

“Then call upon me at the hotel. I shall 
be glad to know you better.” 

This invitation Andy was very glad to ac- 
cept. He was drawn to the young man, and 
felt that he was likely to prove a sincere 
friend. 


NT 
. i 
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At seven o’clock he left the farmhouse, and. 
on arriving at the hotel found Mr. Gale sit- 
ting on the piazza. 

“T was looking for you,” said the young 
man. “Come up tomy room.” 

. He led the way to a front corner apartment 
on the second floor. It was the best room in 
the hotel, and he had furnished it in the most 
comfortable and attractive manner. Pictures 
hung on the walls, and there was a bookcase 
“containing a goodly array of volumes. 

“What a pleasant room!” exclaimed Andy. 

“Yes; [have tried to make myself com- 
fortable. What I lack most is society.” 

“TY wonder that you are content to live in 
the country. Are you not accustomed to the 
ery t 

“Yes; but I had a severe sickness in the 
spring, and the doctors recommended me to 
absent myself for a time from the excitement 
of the town and take up my residence in the 
country.” 

“ Didn’t that interfere with your business ?” 

Walter Gale smiled. 

“Fortunately, or unfortunately,’ he an- 


54 ANDY GRANT’S PLUCK. 


swered, “I have no business. Until two years 
since I was employed in an insurance office in 
the city. The death of an uncle has made me 
pecuniarily independent, so that I had leisure 
to be sick.” 

“You look in good health now.” 

“Yes; but I have a nervous temperament, 
and am obliged to be careful. Now tell me ~ 
about yourself. You have been for some time 
at Penhurst Academy ?” 

“Yes; for two years.” 

“Do you go back there 

“No; my father has met with serious 
losses, and can no longer afford to send me. I 
must stay at home and help him.” 

“ And this is a disappointment to you 

“Yes; I was expecting to go to college in 
a few months.” 

“T believe your father is a farmer ?” 

iex,”’ 

“Do you expect to assist him on the 
farm ?” 

“Till I can get something to do, I shall 
try to get some business situation. Business 
pays better than farming.” 
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“T suppose you are a good Latin and Greek 
_ scholar ?” 

. “Yes; that is, I liked the languages, and 
stood high in my classes.” 

“My own education is limited Though I 
am rich now, I was a poor boy. At sixteen 
I had made some progress in Latin and com- 
menced Greek, when my father’s failure 
obligea me to seek employment. The uncle 
who has now made me rich would do nothing 
for me; so I left school half educated.” 

“You would be able to make up de- 
ficiencies now,” suggested Andy. 

“That is what [ have been thinking of, if 
I can get a satisfactory teacher.” 


“J don’t think you can find a classical — 


teacher in Arden.” 
_ “TJ know of one, if he would be willing to 
undertake the task.” 
“ Who is it?” asked Andy, puzzled. 
«« Andrew Grant,” answered the young man, 
with a smile. 
“Do you mean me?” asked Andy, witha 
wondering face. 
“Certainly. You are fresh from school, 
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and I am sure you would be competent to 
teach me.” 

“ But I am only a boy.” 

“ Age has nothing to do with a teacher’s 
qualifications, except as to discipline. You 
wouldn’t find me a very advanced pupil. I 
had read one book in Cesar when I was com- 
pelled to leave school, and had begun to 
translate Greek a little. Now the question is, 
are you willing to teach me?” 

“Tf you think I am competent, Mr. Gale.” 

“T don’t doubt that. We will begin, if 
you like, next Monday. Perhaps, in order 
to avoid village gossip, it will be well to pass 
yourself off as my private secretary. Indeed 
I will employ you a little in that way also.” 

“T shall be glad to serve you in any way.” 

“Then come to-morrow morning at nine 
and remain with me till twelve. Now about 
the compensation.” ; 

“ Fix that to suit yourself, Mr. Gale. I am 
almost ashamed to ask anything.” 

“The laborer is worthy of his hire, Andy. 
Suppose I pay you six dollars a week to begin 
with ?” 


A LIBERAL OFFER. ‘yf 


“The money will be very acceptable, but. I 
am afraid you will be overpaying me.” 

“J will take my risk of that. On the 
whole, I will call it nine dollars a week, and 
we will spend the afternoon together also. I 
will send to the city for a boat, and you shall 
give me lessons in rowing.” 

Andy’s eyes sparkled. Nothing would 
please him better, and the prospect of earn- 
ing nine dollars a week made him feel like a 
millionaire. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
AN ENCOUNTER WITH A TRAMP. 


T is hardly necessary to say that Andy’s 
parents were equally surprised and 
pleased at his new engagement. 

“You will like that better than working 
on the farm, I expect, Andy?” said Sterling 
Grant. 

“ Yes, father. I am willing to work, but I 
don’t feel much interest in farming.” 

“Tt is hard work and poor pay, Andy, but 
I like it. Iwas brought up to it when a boy, 
and there is nothing else I can do.” 

“ Andy is already beginning to get some 
advantage from his education,” said Mrs. 
Grant. 


Andy reported for duty, and during the 
first morning made up his mind that he 


should enjoy his new employment. Mr. Gale 
really desired to acquire a knowledge of Latin 
and Greek, and worked faithfully. 
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To Andy it was like a review of his own 
studies, and he experienced a satisfaction in 
__ the rapid progress of his pupil. He felt quite 

_at home with Mr. Gale, though their acquaint- 
ance had been so brief. When twelve o’clock 
came he was really sorry. 
_ “What time shall I come over this after- 
noon, Mr. Gale?” he asked. 

“ At two o’clock. Can you borrow your 
friend Valentine’s boat? I have sent for 
one, but it may be several days before it 
arrives.” 

“Oh, yes; I am sure Val will let me have 
it. He is a very good-natured boy.” 

“J will be glad to pay for its use.” 

“T don’t think he’d accept anything.” 

“Then J will make him a present.” 

Before he returned to the hotel Andy saw 
Valentine and obtained the loan of his boat. 

_ At three o’clock Mr. Gale and Andy started 
from the boat-house, and again Andy became 
a teacher. 

The young man was a good rower, but Andy 
was able to give him some points. Sometimes 
they sat idle and let the boat float at will. 
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About four o’clock Conrad came down! eee 
his usual afternoon row. He was surprised 
and not altogether pleased at meeting Andy — 
and his companion. - 

“Why are you not hoeing potatoes?” he 
asked. ie 2 
“T’ve got a vacation,” answered Andy, ithe 
asmile. 3 


“Are you out for a row?” inquired Mr. 


Gale, pleasantly. .: - 
_ “Yes,” answered Conrad, sullenly, 

Though Walter Gale had nothing to do ) 
with his defeat, he could not quite forgive him | 3 
for awarding the prize to Andy. He felt — 


mortified whenever he thought of it, and — 
wished Mr. Gale to understand that he was 
not inferior to Andy. 2 
“T was unlucky the other day,” he anid: , 
“T strained my muscles or I would not have 
been beaten.” . 
“That was lucky for me, then,” said Andy 
good-naturedly. 
“J didn’t care so much for the money, bu 
if I had been in my usual form I should have 
gained the prize.” 
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“hen you wouldn’t object to a second 
_ race?” said Walter Gale, quietly. 
“What do you mean ?” 

“Tf you would like to try it again over the 
same course, I will put up five dollars.” 

Conrad hesitated. 

He would not object to winning five dollars. 
Indeed he wished very much to have that sum, 
- but he was not quite so sure that he oo 
beat Andy as he claimed to be. | 

Should Andy win again, he would be 
obliged to concede his superiority. 

“No,” he said, after a pause; “I don’t 
think I care to race again.” 


“YT will make you another offer, but not so 


good a one. I row a little myself—indeed 
Andy is training me, so that I hope soon to 
row better. If you will row against me, I will 
pay you two dollars. That will be the prize.” 

“ But suppose you win?” 

“Then I keep the two dollars myself. It 
will cost you nothing.” 

“T’ll row,” said Conrad, eagerly. 

“Very well. We will appoint Andy um- 
pire, or referee, whatever you call it.” 
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Conrad was not altogether pleased with this 
selection, but he waived his objections and the 
race was rowed, Andy giving the signal. 

Conrad won by a dozen lengths, Mr. Gale 
making a very good second. 

“You have won, Conrad,” said the young 
man, good-naturedly. “Here is the prize.” 

Conrad pocketed the bill with a good deal 
of satisfaction. 

“JT will row you any day,” he said. 

Walter Gale shook his head. 

“T must wait till I have improved,” he 
said, ‘or you will beat me every time.” 

Conrad would rather have beaten Andy, 
but the two dollars gave him not a little satis- 
faction. 

‘Mr. Gale must be rich,” he reflected. “I 
wish I could get in with him.” 

“As Andy has to work on the farm,” he 
said, “I shall be glad to go out with you any 
afternoon.” 

“Thank you; but I have made an arrange- 
ment with Andy that will save him from the 
necessity of farm work.” 

Conrad opened his eyes in surprise. 


UNTER WITH A TRAMP. 


oe tater in the iecainy: when he met Andy at: 

_ the village store, he asked, : 
“How much does Mr. Gale pay you for me 
going with him ?” 
“The arrangement is private, Conrad, or ie 


“ BEioe much are you with him ?” 

“T go to the hotel at nine o’clock in the 
BC morning.” 

“What do you do thew’ ae 

“ He calls me his private secretary.” 
~ “Do you get three dollars a ope ae 
“T am sorry I can’t tell you.” yi 
“Oh, well, if it is such a profound secret. — 
- You seem to have got in with him.” 
_ “He treats me very kindly.” 
po + ds he rieh ?” 
“T don’t know, but I presume he is.” 
__ “T don’t see what keeps him in such a dull 

hole as Arden when he could live in the city — 
and be in the midst of things.” 

“At anyrate it is lucky for me that he 
chooses to stay here.” % 
“What on earth does he want of a private 
secretary ?”” demanded Conrad. ; 
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“Perhaps you had better ask him.” 

“Probably he only hires you out of pity.” 

“T won’t trouble myself about his motives, 
as long as he appears to like having me with 
him.” ; 

Several days passed. The mornings were 
spent in study, the afternoons on the pond. 

There had been no change in the pro- 
gram, so that Andy was surprised when, one 
morning, Mr. Gale said, 

‘We will omit our lessons this morning; I 
am going to send you to Benton on an errand.” 

“Very well, sir.” 

“T have an account with the bank, and will 
send a check by you to be cashed.” 

“ All right, sir.” 

“T will engage a top buggy for you at : aid 
hotel stable. I suppose you are used to 
driving ?” 

‘Qh, yes, sir.” 

“And I suppose you know the way to 
Benton ?” 

“T have been there a good many times.” 

“Then there will be no trouble.” 

“When do you want me to start?” 
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ee ‘At eleven o'clock. That would get you 
home late to dinner. You may, therefive 
fe FE ctop and dine at the hotel in Benton.” : 

This would make it a day’s excursion. 
_ Andy liked driving, and the visit to Benton 
would be a pleasure to him. 

“TJ will run home and tell mother I shall 


not be back to dinner,” he said. 


“Very well. Be back here at eleven o’clock.” 
** All right, sir.” 

_ When Andy reached the hotel on his return 
he found the buggy ready. Harnessed to it 
was the best horse in the hotel stable. 

“A pleasant journey to you!” said Walter 


_ Gale, smiling at Andy from the piazza. 


“Thank you, sir.” 

Andy drove off at good speed. It was a 
5 bright, clear morning. The air was invigor- 
ating, and his spirits rose. 
He reflected upon his good luck in having 


— found such a friend as Walter Gale. He had ~ 


_ been unfortunate, to be sure, in being compelled 
to leave school, but the hardship was very 
much mitigated by Mr. Gale’s friendship. 
He had gone two-thirds of the way when he 
5 
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overtook a man whose bloated look and shabby 
clothing proclaimed him to belong to the large 
class of tramps whose business seems to be to 
roam through the country in quest of plunder. 

The man looked up as Andy reached him. 

“T say, boy,” he called out, “give me @ 
lift, won’t you?” 

Andy was kind-hearted, but he was re« 
pelled by the unsavory look of the man who 
asked him this favor. He felt that it would 
be very unpleasant to have such a man sitting 
beside him in the buggy. 

“‘T think you must excuse me,” he said. 

“ What for?” asked the man, with a scowl. 
“Are you too proud to take in a poor man?” 

“T don’t object to you being poor,” an- 
swered Andy; “but you look as if you had 
been drinking.” 


The man replied by an oath, and bending 


over, he picked up a good-sized stone and 
- flung it at the young driver. Fortunately his 
condition made his aim unsteady, and the 
stone flew wide of the mark. 

Andy whipped up the horse, and was soon 
out of danger. 


| 
: 
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CHAPTER VIII._ 
A MOMENT OF DANGER. 


NDY did not examine the check till he — 

[4 reached the bank in Benton. Then, : % 
glancing at it before he presented it to the : e 
ee he found that it was for one a 


“How will you have it?” asked the teller. 
bag Twenty- -five dollars in small bills; the 


rest in fives and tens,” answered Andy, as in- por 
- structed by Mr. Gale. | 
The bills were counted out pal placed inh ye 
ais hands. To Andy they seemed a large 2 


a a one to convey that impression. 
As he left the bank he saw the familiar — 
but not welcome face of the tramp who had 
stopped him glued against the pane. He 
had attended to some errands before going to 
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“T wonder if he saw me putting away the 
bills?” thought Andy. 

However, in a town like Benton there was 
1 ttle chance of robbery. 

The tramp looked at him with evil signifi- 
cance as he left the bank. 

“ Give me a dollar,” he said. 

“T can’t,” answered Andy. 

“T saw you with a big roll of bills.” 

“They are not mine.” 

“Give me enough to buy a dinner, then,” 
growled the tramp. 

“Why should I give you anything? You 
threw a stone at me on the road.” 

The tramp turned away muttering, and the 
glance with which he eyed Andy was far from 
friendly. 

As directed, Andy went over to the hotel 
and got dinner. He took the opportunity to 
dispose of the bills, putting all the larger 
ones in his inside vest pocket. The small 
bills he distributed among his other pockets. 

Andy started for home at two o’clock. He 
felt some responsibility, remembering that he 
had a considerable sum of money with him. 


_ This made him anxious, and he felt that he 


~ ghould be glad to get home safe and deliver 


his funds to Mr. Gale. Probably he would 
not have thought of danger if he had not met 
the tramp on his way over. 

The road for the most part was clear and 
open, but there was one portion, perhaps a 
third of a mile in length, bordered by trees 
and underbrush. It was so short, Boe = 
that it would be soon passed over. 

But about the middle of it a man sprang 
from the side of the road and seized the horse 
by the bridle. It did not require a second 
look to satisfy Andy that it was the tramp. 

The crisis had come! Andy’s heart was in 
his mouth. He was a brave boy, but it might 
_ well make even an older person nervous to be 
stopped by an ill-looking tramp who was 
without doubt a criminal. 

“Let go that bridle!” called Andy in a 
tone which, in spite of his nervousness, was 
clear and resolute. 

“So I will when I have got what I want,” 
answered the tramp. 

“What do you want?” 
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: ““Eook ab me and" you can » tell w 
want.” 
CaS | presume you vom money, but I haves 
none to give you.’ a 
“You are lying. You have plenty of — 
- money about your clothes.” a 


eo 


_ “T said I had no money to give you.” 
 -*Didn’t I see you get a roll of bills at t 

‘ae bank?” ay 
“Very likely you did, but what about : 
that?” . 
“J want some of them. I won’t take all, 
': ue but I am a poor man, and I need them more © 
than the man you are taking them to.” 
i “Whom do you think I am taking them A 
as to? 9” Pe 2 
aS _ “Squire Carter. He is the only man in 
_ Arden that keeps so much money in ‘the 

bank.” “a ; 


“You are mistaken ; the money is not his.” AS 
“Whose, then?” . me 
“T don’t feel called upon to tell you.” 
“Well, that’s neither here nor there. — pee: 
want some of it. I'll be content with half, ae 
whoever owns it.” . : 
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“You won’t get any. Let go the horse, or 
Pll run you down.” 

“ You’re a smart kid, but you are no match 
for me. I don’t scare worth a cent.” 
' “ Listen to me,” said Andy ; “if you should 
succeed in robbing me, you would be caught 
and sent to jail. How will that suit you?” 

“It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve been in 
jail. Id just as soon be there as to tramp 
around without a cent of money.” 

Andy was not surprised to hear that he had 
to deal with an ex-convict. He understood 
that this man was a desperate character. He 


saw that he was a strong, powerful man, in — 


the full vigor of life. 

Any contest between them would be most 
unequal. He was but sixteen and the tramp 
was near forty. What could he do? 

“Tl tell you what I'll do,” he said, willing 
to try an experiment. “I’ve got two dollars 
of my own. I'll give you that if you'll let 
go my horse’s bridle and give me no more 
trouble.” 

The tramp laughed mockingly. 

“‘Do you take me for a fool?” he asked. 
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“Why ?” 

“Do you think I will be satisfied with two 
dollars when you have a hundred in your 
pocket? Two dollars wouldn’t last mea day.” 

“T have nothing to do with that. It is all 
I mean to give you.” 

“Then I shall have to help myself.” 

His cool impudence made Andy angry, and 
he brought down the whip forcibly on the 
horse’s back. 


Naturally the animal started, and nearly- 


tore himself from the grasp of the tramp. 
“So that is your game,” said the fellow be- 
tween his closed teeth. “If you try that 
again I’ll pull you out of the buggy and give 
you such a beating as you never had before.” 


Andy remained cool and _self-possessed. — 


To-carry out his threat the tramp would have 
to let go of the bridle, and in that case Andy 
determined to put his horse to his paces. 


The tramp relaxed his hold and the horse — : 


stood stock still, finding his attempt to get 
away futile. 

“‘ Well,” said the tramp, “ you didn’t make 
much by that move, did you ?” 


. na 
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“Did you make any more?” 

“By Jove! you’re a cool kid. But, after 

all, you’re only a kid. Now, do as I tell you.” 

“ What is that ?” . 

“Put your hand in your pocket and take 
out fifty dollars. You’ve got as much, haven’t 
you?” 

Yes.’ . 

“That’s right. Speak the truth. You may 
have more, but fifty ’1]1 do me.” 

“Do you expect me to give you fifty dol- 
lars?” 

“Yes, I do.” 

“T don’t mean to do it.” 

Andy had satisfied himself that the tramp 
had no weapon, and this encouraged him. 
He could not hold the horse and attack him 

at one and the same time, but with a revolver 
he would have been at his mercy. 

Besides, Andy’s ears were keen, and he 
thought he heard the sound of wheels behind 
him. The tramp’s attention was too much 
occupied, and perhaps his hearing was too 
dull to catch the sounds, as yet faint. 

Thus it was that the other team was almost 
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upon them before the tramp was aware of it. 
The newcomer was Saul Wheelock, a black- 
smith, a strong, powerful man, fully six feet 
in height, and with muscles of steel. 

He_had seen the buggy standing still on the 
highway, and he could not understand the 
cause until he got near enough to see the 
tramp at the horse’s head. 

He sprang from the wagon he was driving, 
and before the vagabond was fully sensible of 
his danger he had him by the coat collar. 

“What are you about?” he demanded, 
giving him a rough shake. 

The tramp, turning, found he was in the 
hands of a man whom he was compelled to 
respect. He cared nothing for rank or learn- 
ing, but physical force held him in awe. 

He stood mute, unprepared with an excuse. 

“Why it’s you, Andy!” said the black- 
smith. “ Why did this rascal stop you ?” 

“He wants me to give him money. I’ve 
just been to the bank in Benton to draw out 
some for Mr. Gale at the hotel.” 

“Why, you scoundrel!” exclaimed the in- 
dignant blacksmith, shaking the tramp till 


ps 
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his teeth chattered. “So you’re a thief, are 
you?” 

“Let me go!” whined the tramp. “I_ 
haven’t taken anything. I’m a poor, unfor- 
tunate man. If I could get any work to do 
I wouldn’t have been driven to this.” 

‘“No doubt you’re a church member,” said 
the blacksmith, in a sarcastic tone. 

“Let me go! I'll promise to lead: a good 
life. This young man says he’ll give me two 
dollars. I'll take it and’go.” 

“Don’t give hima cent, Andy. You can 
go, but Pll give you something to remember ~ 
me by.” 

_ He gave the tramp a vigorous kick that 
nearly prostrated him, and then getting into 
his wagon, said, 

“T’ll keep along with you, Andy. I don’t 
‘think you’ll have any more trouble.” 

The tramp slunk into the woods, baffled 
and disappointed. If looks could have anni- 
hilated the sturdy blacksmith, his span of life 

~ would have been brief. 


CHAPTER IX. 
CONRAD'S SCHEME. 


HEN Andy told Mr. Gale the story of a 
his adventures on the trip to Benton, 
he received cordial congratulations on his — me 
courage. 

“You have shown a great deal of lee 
Andy,” he said. ‘The next time you have ~ 
occasion to go over to the bank for me I will — 
accompany you. Now, if you are not too 
tired, I want you to go conn to the pond. | is = 
have something to show you.” a 

They walked side by side till they reaches 
the pond. 

Andy’s curiosity was not specially excited 
He talked with Mr. Gale on different topics, | a 4 
and had hardly time to consider what it was 
- he was to see. But when he reached the boat- _ 
¥ house he saw floating at the small pier an 7 
a gant rowboat, built of cedar, and much hand- a 
7 somer than either Conrad’s or Valentine’s. _ 
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“Oh, what a beauty !” he exclaimed. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Gale, quietly; “you will 
have quite the best boat on the pond.” 

“T?” exclaimed Andy, in surprise. 

“Yes, for the boat is yours.” 

“But I don’t understand,” stammered Andy. 

“Tt is plain enough,” said Walter Gale, 
with a pleasant smile. “The boat is yours. 
I give it to you.” 

“ How can I thank you ?” exclaimed Andy, 
grasping his friend’s hand. ‘I can’t believe 


_~ that this beautiful boat is mine.” 


“You will realize it after a while. Let me 
tell you how I got it. It was built for a rich 
young man in New York, one of the Four 
Hundred, I believe, but as he received an un- 
expected invitation to go abroad for two years 
he authorized the builder to sell it for him at 
a considerable reduction from the price he 
paid. So it happens that I was able to secure 
it for you. Now let us go out fora row. It 
will be the trial trip.” 

Fifteen minutes later Conrad got into his 
boat and started out. It was not long before 
his eyes were attracted to the new boat. 


Bs ie could see-at once, for. eae, a ae : 
an ‘that it was far. more elegant and ecutlgyttallan fe 
; x his own, and he was seized by a pang of envy. ah 
- His own boat seemed to him quite inferior, 
though but a short time before he had. re- 
a S _ garded it with pride. = 
__-He was curious to see the craft nearer. to , 
and pulled up to it. cee 

“That is a fine boat you have there, Mr. “d 
BecChis.” he said. f .. 
“So I think,” returned the young man. . 
ant y “T feel quite satisfied with it.” ; 
“When did it come down?” = 

“T only received it this morning.” : 

“ How much did it cost?” asked Cousens 
who was not troubled by bashfulness. 

“ A small fortune,” answered Walter, Golan? 
with asmile. ‘Tam afraid I must decline to 
give the exact figures.” 

“T asked because I may ask my fathoreion 
buy me one like it.” 
oe Conrad was perfectly well aware that. such 
Re. a request would be promptly denied. Squire — 
_ Carter was not disposed to be extravagant, — 
and he had even hesitated for some time be- — 


_ fore incurring the outlay required for Conrad’s _ 


present boat. 
‘The new boat was so elegant, so graceful, 


and so thoroughly finished in every part, that — 


Conrad could not help coveting it. ‘He was 
not very much to be blamed, for it was one 
that would captivate the fines, of any boy who 
‘was fond of the water. 

“T should like to try the boat some time, 
Mr. Gale,” he said. 

“If the owner is willing, I am,’ 
the young man. 

“The owner? Why, doesn’t it belong to 
‘you?’ asked Conrad, in surprise. 

“No; it belongs to Andy.” 

“That boat belongs to Andy Grant, you 
gay ?” exclaimed Conrad, with an incredulous 
_ frown. 

_ “Yes; I have given it to him. You will 
have to ask his permission.” 

“T shall be glad to have you try it,” said 
Andy, pleasantly. 


p) 


“Thank you, but I don’t think I care for | 


jit,” replied Conrad, coldly. 
He felt a pang of mortification to think that. 
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the farmer’s son should have a boat so much 
superior to his own. 

“Tf you change your mind, let me know,” 
said Andy. 

“Conrad is jealous,” remarked Walter Gale. 
“He doesn’t like to have you own a boat that 
is superior to his.” 

“T think you are right, Mr. Gale. If the 
case were reversed I would not mind.” 

“ Because you are not envious or jealous.” 

When Conrad returned home there was a 
cloud upon his brow. It was easy for any 
one to see that he was in bad humor. 


‘What is the matter, Conrad?” asked his” 


father. ‘“ You look as if you had lost your 
best friend.” 

“T hate Andy Grant,” exploded Conrad, 
his eyes flashing with anger. 

“Why, what has Andy done now? You 
haven’t had a fight, have you?” 

“No; I wouldn’t demean myself by fights 
ing with him.” 

“ What is it, then?” 

“He is always doing something to annoy 
me.” 
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“T am still in the dark.” 
- “He has got a new boat, far handsomer 
than mine. Ishouldn’t wonder if it cost twice 
as much.” : 
_ Squire Conrad was surprised. 
“Where did he get it?” he inquired. 
“Tt was a present from Mr. Gale, the young 
man at the hotel.” 


“He must like young Grant very much?” 


“Tt is ridiculous that a poor boy should 
own such a boat.” 

“IT don’t see how we can help it,” said the 
squire, philosophically. 

He did not take the superiority of Andy’s 
boat so much to heart as his son. 

“T’'ll tell you how you can make it right, 
father.” 

“ How ?” 

“By buying me a boat as good or better 


--than the new one.” 


“Why should I buy you another boat? 
The one you have is only six months old, and 
it cost me a pretty penny, I assure you.” 
“That may be, but I shall not feel satisfied 
with it, now that Andy has a better one.” 
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« All this is foolish, my son.” 

“Then you won’t buy me a new boat?” 

“Most certainly I won’t,” said the squire, 
firmly. 

Conrad’s countenance fell, but another idea 
came to him. 

‘Suppose Andy is willing to exchange with 
me for something to boot?” 

“You say the boat is a fine one?” 

“Elegant.” 

“You may offer him ten dollars.” 

“Won’t you say fifteen, father? I assure 
you it is worth more than that difference.” 

“You can offer him ten dollars, and see 
what he has to say to it.” 

Conrad managed to see Andy the next day, 
and made him the offer. 

“Do you think I would part with Mr. 
Gale’s gift?” said Andy, indignantly. 

“He wouldn’t care; and ten dollars is a 
good deal of money,” said Conrad, insinuate 
ingly. 


“Tf you offered me fifty dollars I would say 


the same. I am not particularly in want of 
money.” 
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 *T suppose. you say that because. you are 


‘earning three dollars a week.” 


“Who told you how much Mr. Gale pea | 


me?” asked Andy, smiling. 


\ 


“Then he does get three dollars a week,” 
reflected Conrad. 
He redoubled his eutreanics, but Andy re- 


fused firmly. 


Half an hour later Conrad met on he street 


_ @shabby figure with whom we are already ac- 
 quainted. It was the tramp who figured in 
an encounter with Andy when on his way to 


Benton. 
“ Young gentleman,” said the tramp, with 
£8 Pp 


~a whine, “you look rich and generous. Can’t 
yi, 


you spare a poor man a trifle?” 

“You look as if you drank,” replied Con- 
rad with brutal frankness. “ Your. nose is 
red.” , 

“That’s owing to a skin disease. I have 


_ belonged to the Temperance Society for five — 


years.” 
“Humph! you don’t look like it. Why 


don’t you work ?” 


“Because I can find nothing to do.” 
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Here a contemptible suggestion offered 
itself to Conrad. 

“Tf you wil! do something for me, and 
keep mum, I'll give you two dollars.” 

‘Tl do it if it isn’t too hard.” 

“Then I'll tell you what it is. There’s a 
- boat on the pond that belongs to an enemy of 
mine. He is always crowing over me. Now, 
if you’ll manage this evening to set it on fire 
Tl give you two dollars.” 

“How shall I set it on fire? With a 
match ?” 

“No; Ill supply you with some shavings, 
a few of pieces of board, and some pitch. 
There won’t be any trouble whatever about 
it. 

“Who owns the boat ?” 

Conrad described Andy. 

“'That’s the boy who 
Pll do it.” 

Once convinced that in this way he could 
get revenge on the boy who had humiliated 
and got the best of him, the tramp was only 
too willing and anxious to help Conrad in his 
scheme. . 


but never mind! 


ba 
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When Conrad went home at nine o’clock, 
after supplying the tramp with combustibles, 
he said to himself, 

“There won’t be much left of Andy’s boat 
in the morning.” 


a 
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CHAPTER X. 
THE TRAMP’S MISTAKE. 


ONRAD went to bed with the comfort- 
able conviction that before morning 
Andy’s beautiful boat would be ruined. I 
am sorry to say that the meanness of the 
act which he had instigated did not strike 
him. 

Whatever feeling he had was of exultation 
at the injury done to his enemy, as he per- 
sisted in regarding Andy. 

It did seem a pity that such an excellent 
boat should be destroyed. If Andy would 
only have agreed to exchange for ten—even 
fifteen—dollars to boot, this would have been 
avoided. 

‘He was a fool not to accept,” soliloquized 
Conrad. “He will regret it when he sees 
what has happened.” 

He got up at the usual hour and took 
breakfast. Every time the bell rang he 


thought it might be some one to bring him the f 


desired news. 

Just before supper Andy met. his. friend 
Valentine, and told him of the beautiful gift 
he had received. 

“Come down and look at it, Val,” he said. 
“Tt is elegant.” 

Valentine’s curiosity was excited, and he at 
once accepted the invitation. 

He uttered an exclamation of surprise when 

he saw the. new boat. 
 “JTtisa little beauty!” he said.* “ It is far 
ahead of Conrad’s, or of mine.” 

“Conrad. wants to exchange. He offered 
me ten dollars to boot.” 

“You wouldn’t think of accepting?” 
“No; it is-worth much more than that. 
Besides, it is Mr. Gale’s. gift, and even if 
he had offered fifty dollars I should still 

refuse.” 

“And: you would do right, too. But are 
you: going to leave it out all night?” 

“T shall have to. I have no boat-house to 

put it in.” 

“There is room.in my, hoat-house for two 
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boats,” said Valentine. “I will help you put 
it inside.” 

“Thank you, Val. I will be glad to pay 
you rent for the use of the place.” — 

“T don’t want any money, Andy; I will do 
it out of friendship.” 

“Thank you; but you mustn’t forget that I 
am quite able to pay.” 

_ “That’s true, and I am glad of it; but, all 
the same, I don’t want any money.” . 

“‘T wonder Conrad doesn’t have a_boat- 
house.” 

“He tells me his father has promised him 
one. He has not yet decided upon a loca- 
tion.” 

The two boys got into Andy’s boat and 
rowed it a few rods till they reached the boat- 
house. There was no difficulty in putting it 
away. The boat-house was double, and there 
was room for two boats. 

“T will have another key made, Andy, so 
that you can get at your boat when I am not 
with you.” 

“All right! That will be very nice.” 

“ How do you like Mr. Gale?” 


t : gina yor i 
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“Tip-top. I was very fortunate to fall in 
with him. It will be a great loss to me when 
he goes away.” 

“Ts he thinking of going soon ?” 

“JT don’t think so—I hope not.” 

It was later in the evening when the 
tramp went down to the pond, carrying with 
him the shavings and other combustibles 
which Conrad had provided. 

Conrad, after meeting him, had gone home 

_ at once. He thought it more prudent, in view 
of the plot in which he was engaged, to avoid 
suspicion by not being seen in company with 
the tramp. 

“Give me the two dollars now,” said the 
tramp, when the fuel was handed him. 

“Do you think I am a fool?” answered 
Conrad, sharply. “If I should do that, you 
would go off and not do the work.” 

“T’ll do the work fast enough. I want to 

get even with that young rascal.” 

“What! Do you know him?” 

“T have met him,” answered the tramp, 
 evasively. “He played me a mean trick, and 

_ I want to get even with him.” 


« 


vas 
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- initial, ‘C,’ is on it.” : i. 


little later. ca 


to the lake and looked for Andy’s boat. a 
There was but one in sight—Conrad’ s—but 
he never doubted that this was the one he'was 
‘to destroy. He waited till half-past eight, | 
-when he considered it dork eiven for his 


_ split into smaller pieces, and then set them on. 


es What sort: of a Hans i gana ha 
“J will tell you some other ae: have vt 
time now. I wish I had a hatchet.” S ig 
“What for?” . 

“Then, if the fire didn’t spoil the boat, ra 
hack it up.” 

“T think I can get you a hatchet, but eg oo 
must not leave it on the bank, for my father’ 8 


“Allright! Tl be careful.” =~ 
The hatchet was delivered to the tramp a 


About eight o’clock the tramp went down | 


purpose. “a 


He carefully laid the shavings in one end 
of the boat, covered them over with pieces of — 
board, which, with the help of the hatchet, he : 


‘fire. oR 
The flames blazed atuae’ and did consid 
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* erable ‘ines to the boat, not ruining it, how- 
ever. But to finish the work he used the 
hatchet, and hacked vigorously at the wood- 
work till it was mutilated and its usefulness 
and beauty spoiled. 
The tramp Pt nai his work with 
_ satisfaction. 
“T’ve done the job pretty well,” he chuckled 
to himself. “Td like to be lookin’ on when 
_ the boy sees it.” 
| Now that he had done the job he wanted 
his pay. ‘ Conrad had agreed to meet him at 
an old ruined barn not far from his house at 
eight o’clock in the morning. 


“Tt won’t do to call for me earlier,” he 


said, ‘‘ for it might excite suspicion.” 
_ From the breakfast table Conrad directed 
his steps to the barn. 
The tramp was sitting outside, smoking a 
_ pipe. 
“T’ve been waiting for you,” he said. “I 
hayen’t had any breakfast.” 
“Did you do the job ?” 
“Did I? Well, I reckon. That boat ain’t 
no good any more.” 


s “Do: you ‘think anyone saw + Gora it? = 
“No; it was pretty dark, and there wasn’t 
no one round. It may have been found out — 
by now. Give me the two in and I’ll ne a, 
off.” y 
“You are sure you did the job? You are ; 
not deceiving me?” ¢ 
“No, I’m not. You can go and see for = 
yourself.” a 
This, however, did not seem prudent. Con-_ 
rad wished some one else to discover the 
ruined boat. 
After all, there was no reason to doubt the " 
_ tramp’s word. His avowed hostility to re 
made it certain that he had done his work. 
“Here’s the money,” he said. oe 
“« And here’s the hatchet.” Be. 
“T wish it was back in the tool-house wheres . 
it belongs,” thought Conrad. ‘‘ However, se 
manage to get it back without anyone seeing | 
me.” 5 
_ He decided to return to the barn at once, 
carrying the hatchet with him; but he was 4 
not to do it without observation. Just before 
he reached the barn he met John Larkin. _ 


Bt 
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: “What are you doing with the hatchet, 
~ Conrad ?” 

“Qh, I have been using it in the pasture.” 

“T didn’t know but you were going to imi- 


tate George Washington and cut down a 


cherry tree.” 

“Perhaps I have,” said Conrad, with a smile. 

He felt in good humor, for his plan had 
been carried out. He was aching to see just 
how badly Andy’s boat was injured, and as: 
there was no school, it being Saturday, he pro- 
posed to John Larkin to go down to the pond. 

“Suppose we have a row, John,” he said. 
“We'll take a trip across the pond.” 

“ All right.” 

They were perhaps thirty rods from the 
pond when they met Jimmy Morris, coming 
from it. He seemed excited. He had been 
running and was breathless. 

“What’s the matter, Jimmy ?” asked John 
Larkin. | 

Jimmy looked towards Conrad, who natu- 
rally guessed the cause of his excitement. 

“Oh, Conrad,” he said. ‘‘ It is such a pity! 
Iam so sorry for you!” 
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“Why are you sorry for me?” demanded 
Conrad, sharply. 

“Because your boat is ruined. It is all 
hacked up, and has been set on fire.” 

“My boat! You mean Andy Grant’s?” 

“No, I don’t. Come and see for yourself.” 
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CHAPTER XI. 
CONRAD'S DISAPPOINTMENT. 


ITH his mind in a whirl, and still be- 

lieving that it was Andy’s boat which 
_ had been injured instead of his own, Conrad 
pushed on rapidly towards the pond. Yet he 


had an instinctive fear that his informant 


might be correct. 
When he reached the point where his boat 
had been moored, he used his eyes eagerly. 
It was all true! His boat—his beautiful 
boat—with which he had been perfectly satis- 
fied till Andy received a better, was scorched 
and hacked up till it was clear he could never 
use it again, and Andy’s boat was not visible 
anywhere. Tears of rage filled Conrad’s eyes. 
“Tt is a terrible mistake!” he ejaculated. 
“Mistake! What do you mean?” asked 
~ John Larkin. 


Conrad reflected that his words were betray- 


ing him. 
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“T don’t know what I am saying,” he re- 
plied, vaguely. “Yes, Ido. I believe Andy 
Grant did this.” 

“Andy Grant!” repeated Jimmy Morris, 
“Why should he injure your boat?” 

“‘ Because he hates me.” 

“ Andy isn’t that kind of a boy. Besides, 
he has a newer and much handsomer boat 
himself.” 

There it was! That was what stung Con- 
rad. His boat was second to Andy’s. 

As the three boys stood on the bank, a 
small boy named Peter Hill came up. He 
lived in the house nearest the boats. 

“Did you see anyone near the boat, Peter ?” 
asked John Larkin. . 

“Yes, I seed a big tramp in de boat. He 
set it on fire.” 

“That explains it, Conrad!” exclaimed 
Jimmy Morris. “TI saw the tramp myself in 
the village.” 

“Pooh!” said Conrad. “TI don’t believe it.” 

“But I seed him burnin’ de boat . per- 
sisted little Peter. 

“Then why didn’t you tell somebody ?” . 
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Larkin did not meet Conrad’s approval. He 
_ was afraid of what the tramp would tell. 


Se de-folka was away and I didn’t dare : 


sah 


_ to go near it. He had a hatchet, too.” _ 


Tsay, Conrad, let us hunt for the tramp 
and, if we find him, have him arrested.” 
For obvious reasons this proposal of John 


“Tl ask my father what to do,” he re- 


_ plied, evasively. ‘‘The mischief is done and 


there is no help for it.” 


Conrad was already looking more cheerful. 


_ An idea had come to him. 


Now that the boat was destroyed, his father 
might be willing to buy him another, and if 
so he might be persuaded to buy one as good 


- as Andy’s, perhaps better. He turned to go 


home, and let the boys know that he did not 


care for company. 


On the way, not far from his own house, he 


encountered the tramp. At the sight of this 
man, whose stupid blunder had cost him his 
boat, his eyes blazed with anger. 


But this the tramp did not see. He 


| slouched up to his young employer, saying, 
with a cunning grin, 
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“Well, did you see it?” 

“Did I see it?’ repeated Conrad, boiling 
over with fury. “ Yes, I did.” 

“T did it pretty well, didn’t I? I guess the 
boat isn’t good for much now.” 

“You stupid fool!” blazed out Conrad. “It 
is my boat that you ruined. I have a great 
mind to have you arrested !” 


“Your boat? It was the boat you pointed | 


out to me.” 

“No, it wasn’t. It was my own boat.” 

“Then where was the other boat? I didn’t 
see but one.” 

“T don’t know, but you might have had 
sense enough to know that you’d got the 
wrong boat.” 

The tramp’s hopes fell. He had intended 
to ask for another dollar from Conrad, but he 
saw now that there was no chance whatever 
of his obtaining it. 

“You'd better get out of town as soon as 
you can,” said Conrad, roughly. 


“Why should I?” demanded the tramp, © 


sullenly. 
“You were seen destroying the boat.” 


ee Who ae me? cae woo é: 
«A small boy who lives at the next house. : 
ou might be arrested.” > 

ibe ‘If Tan, Pu tell the truth. T l tell who 


“ And Vl deny it. Do you think anyone ~ 
= would believe your word against mine, es- 
Set as it was my boat that was ruined 7s 


“ Now [ll tackle father,” fee i Conrad. 
a ‘He directed his steps homeward and in-— 
he the squire of what had-happened. | 
_ His father frowned and looked displeased. 

_ “Tf you are not smart enough to take care” 
of your boat,” he said, coldly, “you will have 
_ to suffer the consequences.” 
= “ But I don’t see how I am to blame ?” 


“Fave you any idea who did the mis- p 


: “chief?” 

a & ooo Andy Grant did—he doesn’t 

- like me.” . 

eT don’t think that very probable. You 
can charge him with it if you think best. But 
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I thought you told me he had a new boat of © 


his own ?” 

“So he has—a perfect beauty! It is ever 
so much better than mine. I wish 7 

“Well, what do you wish?” 

“That you would buy me a boat like Andy 
Grant’s.” 

“Well, I like that. After losing your boat 
through your own carelessness, you want me 
to invest a large sum in another.” 

“Must I go without one, then?’ asked 
Conrad, in dismay. 

“Tt looks that way.” 

Conrad resorted to earnest entreaties. He 
was willing, now, to accept any sort of boat, 
for he was fond of rowing ; but Squire Carter 
had just heard unfavorable reports from his 
broker about a speculation he had entered 
into, and he was inflexible. 

“What a fool I was!” reflected Conrad, 
bitterly. “My boat was a good one, even if 


it wasn’t as fine as Andy’s, and now I have 


none. I shall have to borrow his or Valen- 
tine’s when I want to go out rowing.” 
Later in the day he met Andy. 
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cai had heard of Conrad’s loss aa was 
- full of sypathy, 

_ “Conrad,” he said, “it’s a shame about 
your boat being destroyed.” 
_ “Yes, it is pretty hard.” 

“The boys say a tramp did the mischief.” 

“TY think it very likely. There was a 
tramp about town yesterday. I saw him my- 
self.”’ 

_ “What could have been his object? Ruin- 
ing the boat would not benefit him.” 

“Tt might have been out of revenge. He 
asked me for a quarter and I wouldn’t give it 
to him.” : 

This explanation occurred to Conrad on the 
spur of the moment. 

“ Can’t you have him arrested ?” 

“ He is probably out of town by this time.” 

-“T suppose you will have a new boat ?” 

* Yes, after a while.” 

“T will lend you mine any time you wish.” 

“Thank you,” said Conrad, but he spoke 
- eoldly and ungraciously. 

It seemed to him humiliating to receive any 
favors from a poor boy like Andy Grant. 
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Two ie ee when Andy went over to _ 
the hotel, as usual, to meet his saipeyee an a 
Pes oi, Mr. Gale said, 

“‘T have some news for Pe 
_--—s- “TT hope it is good news.” 

a a, “T don’t know that you will consider it 0. 
[shall have to leave you for a time.” 8 
et. Andy’s face fell. This certainly was bad Be 
news. , 3 
- “T have received a letter this morning ’& we 
continued Walter Gale, “from an uncle liv- a 
ing in the interior of Pennsylvania. He is ~ 
not an old man—I don’t think he is much _ 
over fifty—but he writes me that he is near e 
_ his end. The doctor says he may live Ah : 
months, certainly not over six. He has al- 


mL 
a 


Me ways been a bachelor, and I believe owns coal 
‘mines of considerable value. I was always < aa 2 
Et favorite of his, and now that he is so: ake he — 


wants me to go out and be with re in ‘the 


yi closing weeks of his life.” yy 
. | “T suppose you will go?” said Andy, ae he 
looked very sober. a 
- “1 think it is my duty—don’t you?” - 
a “Yes, I suppose it is your duty.” - 
o> ae 
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Andy began to think what he should do. 
He had had an easy and profitable engage- 
ment with Mr. Gale, but this would now be 
over, and he would have to go back to farm 
work, or try to get a place in the -village 
store. 

The latter would yield him only two dollars 
and a half'a week, which seemed to him very 
small compared with what he now received. 

~“T shall miss you very much, Mr. Gale,” 
he said. 

“JT hope you will. I shall certainly miss 
you.” 

“Tt will seem very dull going to work on 
- the farm after my pleasant days with you.” 

“You won’t need to go to work on the 
farm, unless you choose to do so.” 
 €©But I must earn something; I cannot be 
- idle.” 
“Oh, I forgot to tell you what arrange- 
ments I propose to make for you.” 

Andy looked up eagerly. 


CHAPTER XII. 


SOMETHING UNEXPECTED. 


UR separation will only be tom porate Le. 
continued Mr. Gale, “but I do not ; 
wish to leave you unprovided for during my 
absence. I shall ange you five dollars a wee x t 
while Iam away.” ~ ee 
Andy brightened up. a 
“How kind you are, Mr. Gale!” he said. 
“T don’t think you ought to do this.” 
Walter Gale smiled. “3 
“T can very well afford it,” he eaid: «s 
we will regard the matter as settled.” 
“ How soon must you go?” 
“TT shall start to-morrow—my preparations 
will be easily made. How would you like t to 
go to New York to see me off?” Pa 
“T should be delighted,” answered Andy. 
“T have only been to New York twice.” _ 
“Then you will enjoy the day. You 
take the afternoon train home.” = 
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At the farm, Mr. and Mrs. Grant heard 


with regret of Mr. Gale’s departure, but they 


were pleased to hear that Andy would be in 
receipt of an income. 
“How will you fill up your time, Andy?” 
asked his father. 
-“‘J have my books, and will keep up my 
Latin and Greek. I will pay you four dol- 
lars a week, and you can hire a boy for that. 


-tohelp you. I think I can spend my time’ 


more profitably in studying.” 
“Do you think Mr. Gale will return ?” 
“He has promised to doso. I am to see 
him off to-morrow.” 
_ “Are you going to trust that boy alone in 
New York?” asked his Aunt Jane, sharply. 
“Why, what could happen to me?” asked 


Andy, indignantly. 


“ You might get run over.” 
““T am not a little boy, Aunt Jane. I cam 


take care of myself.” 


“You may meet with an accident for alk 
your smartness.” 

“JT think Andy is old enough to take care 
of himself,” said his father, mildly. 


can’t say but I’ve warned you,” and she 
sniffed severely. : 


him,” suggested Mr. Grant, with a smile. 
“You are old enough to take care of yous 4 


ling,” said Jane, with an injured sniff. 


o 
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“Oh, well! Gare it your own aia You 


“‘T wonder what makes Aunt Janee dns 4 
agreeable,” thought Andy. i 
“ Perhaps you’d like to go and take care of "i 


self.” ~~ 
“You needn’t twit me with my age, Ster- * 


“T don’t. Old age is honorable.” 
This made matters worse. ae 
“You talk as if I was seventy-five I don’t | 
consider myself an old person.” Ss 
In spite of the melancholy presentiments _ P 
i ek Jane, Andy set out for New York with _ 
Gale. An hour and a half brought 
ae to the metropolis, ae 
“T should like to show you something of” > i 
the city, Andy,” said his companion, “hut lie 3 
shall have to spend the time in shopping.” 
“T shall see peauney ne of the ag x go 
about with you.’ 
“That is true.” 
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At one o elook they went to the Sinclex 
House on Broadway to dine. They selected 
atable where there was but one other guest, 
who seemed to know Walter Gale. 

“Good morning, Mr. Flint,” said the young 
man. 

_ “Ah, it’s you,. Walter, is it?” returned the 
other, a stout man, whose hair was beginning 
to grow gray. 

“Yes.” 

“T haven’t seen you for a long time. Whew 
have you been ?” 

“ Rusticating in a Connecticut town.” 

o« Is the young man with you a brother? 
But no; I remember that you have ws 
brother.” 

“He isn’t related to me, but I think # 
much of him as if he were. His name & 
Andrew Grant.” | 

“A good name. Is he attending school * 
_ “He has recently left school.” 
_ “Tf he were seeking a position I could finé 
a place for him.” 

“Tn your own employ ?” 

“Yes. Ihave a boy, but I don’t find him 


= 


reliable or faithful. He will tanya on 
-urday night.” . ae 
“ Andy,” said his friend, “ how would yo a 
like to enter Mr. Flint’s employ ?” : ae 
“Very much,” answered Andy, eagerly. © 
At the same time he wondered what was 
the nature of Mr. Flint’s business. be 
“Then after dinner we will walk togerinas 
to Mr. Flint’s store in Union Square.” = 
“There is my card,” said Mr. Flint. 
Andy received it and read the name, 


F, Frnt, 
UNION SQUARE. 


JEWELRY. 


The two men conversed together, and wheel 
dinner was over they walked up Broadway to — 
Fourteenth Street. Turning the left-hand 
corner, they soon reached a jewelry store of 
modest appearance, but evidently containing : 
a valuable stock. s 

A youth with light brown hee who seemed , 
to have been born tired, was leaning against 
the counter. This, doubtless, was the bo 
who was not satisfactory. Phy 
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“ James,” said Mr. Flint, “have you car- 

ried the parcel to Forty-Eighth Street ?” 
No, sir,” answered the boy. 

“Why not?” 

“T thought it would do just as well after 
lunch.” 

“There you are mistaken. Put on your 
hat at once and go,” said his employer, 
sharply. . 

““You-see,” went on Mr. Flint, after the 
boy had started, “the trouble I have with 
James. He needs to be looked after continu-. 
ally.” 

“You won’t have that trouble with Andy.” 

“No, I think not.” 

Walter Gale accompanied Mr. Flint to the 
back part of the store, where they held a con- 
versation in a low tone. Presently Walter 
Gale came back, and signified to Andy that 
they must be going. 

“Mr. Flint will expect you to present 
yourself for duty on Tuesday morning,” he 
said. “You will reach the store at eight 
o clock.” 

SAeri¢ht, sir.” 


Me 


no Babe “asf SRANT 


+9 
On sear to the street, Walter 


cow 


aid, 
“T propose to take the next train 
Philadelphia. You may accompany me > to 
the Cortlandt Street Station. Can you find 
your way from there to the Grand Central 
Depot! ie ee 
“ Yes, sir.’ ae 
“You will get there in time to take thet 
afternoon train back to Arden. You haven’t 
asked me what salary you are = receive.” 
*‘T should like to know, sir.’ 
“ Five dollars a week, which is better than 
| as generally paid to a new boy.” 
ee “Will it pay my expenses, Mr. Gale? i se$ ask l 
Andy, doubtfully. o 
““No; but you remember that I promis od 
you five dollars a week. Instead of paying 
it to you I will give you a note to Mrs. Ni 


pee, 


Rg mis, who keeps a comfortable boarding-house 
-. 9n Clinton Place. She knows me well, and 
will assign you a room, looking to me for 
--—s payment. That will leave you five dollars a 
= week for your personal expenses, clothing, 
# 
< d ate.” 

Sa 

a _— 


a \ 
Hl shall be rich, Mr. Gale, thanks to your 

_ kindness.” 

“Mind, Andy, I am to have you back 

whenever I want you. Probably I may spend 
‘some weeks with my uncle, and during this 

_ time you may as well work for Mr. Flint.” 

~ “Do you think I shall suit him?” asked 
Andy, with some anxiety. 


“T feel sure of it. You will find him strict 


in business, but kind and reasonable. I shall 
expect to hear from you soon after you enter 
upon your duties. I shall find life pretty dull 

at my uncle’s house, and your letters will 
_ bring something of the excitement of the out 
_gide world to me.” 


“J will write you every. week, Mr. Gale.” — 


“Tf it won’t be asking too much of you, ¥ 
shall be glad to have you do so.” 
_ Andy crossed the ferry with Mr. Gale, and 
then returning at once, took the four o’clock 
train for Arden. 
__~ His news created considerable stir at home 
_ All were pleased except Aunt Jane. 
“Brother,” she said, “are you going tw 
trust Andy alone in New York?” 


oh ee 


ines ae fi ae Le 
« Vest Jane; he must b ein to 
himself some time, and ia may as well 
now.” ie 
“Tt’s temptin’ Brovilenaens in my opinion.” 
“Tt might be so with some boys, but I have Jy 
faith in hg s prudence and good sense.” 
_ “He ain’t any different from other boys, : 
- you will find.” 
But in spite of these ominous words Andy — 
made arrangements to leave Arden on io . 
_ day morning. He looked forward eagerly ta oy 


ee mee new life in New York. 


CHAPTER XIII. 


ANDY LEAVES HOME. 


ONRAD was not slow in learning of Mr. 
Gale’s departure from the hotel. The 
intelligence pleased him, for, as he supposed, 
it threw Andy out of employment. He sought 
an early opportunity of speaking to him on 
the subject. 

At five o’clock in the afternoon the nal 
came in at the post-office. Among those 
there at the time were Conrad and Andy. 

“So you’ve lost your place?” began Con- 
rad, abruptly. 

“‘ What do you mean?” asked Andy. 

“Mr. Gale has left town, hasn’t he?” 

66 Yes.”’ 

“Where has he gone?” 

“To Pennsylvania, to stay with an uncle — 
who is very sick.” 

~“Do you think he will come back to 


Arden ?” 
8 
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“Tf don’t know, but I think it is doubtful.” 

*T suppose, then, you will go back to work 
am the farm?” 

Andy smiled. 

* Things might be worse,” he said. 

“Yes. I think it is the best thing you 
van do.” 

“Why do you think so?” 

* Oh, well, you are a poor boy, and there is 
mothing else for you to do.” 

“Did you ever think of becoming a - 
fsrmer ?” 

“T should say not,” replied Conrad, 
haughtily. “I shall probably be a lawyer 
or a merchant.” 

“T might become a merchant myself— 
aome day.” 

Conrad laughed. 

“When you do,” he said, “let me know.” 

“T will.” 

“ By the way, you won’t want that boat of 
yours now.” 

“Why not?” a 

“You won’t get time to use it. Tl give — 
you twenty dollars for it.” 
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3 ee “bj is not for alee! answered Waa firmly. 
——s ‘Tt, will be after a while,” said Conrad, in | 
a self-satisfied tone. “I will see the time 
when you will be glad enough to get the 
| _ money I offer.” 
% During the few days that Andy remained __ 
at home he did some work on the farm. Mr. j x 
-Grant’s boy helper was sick with a cold, and 
Andy stepped into his place. © cat: 
The next time of Conrad’s meeting him he 
was at work digging potatoes. Conrad smiled 
and nodded. He felt quite friendly as he 
witnessed what he considered Andy’s humilia- 
tion. 
“My father may give you a little Jeb ” he 
said, as he leaned over the fence. : 
“What is it?” : a 
“He needs some work done around the ~ 
house. He will pay you fifty cents a day. 
When can you come?” 
‘Just at present I am too busy. If I can 
spare the time I will let you know.” 
“T like to see upstarts brought down to 
their level,” thought Conrad. “ Andy Grant 
won’t be putting on any more airs, I reckon.” 


AND ake RAD D's P LUCK. 
poh oe f 


Out Monday morning Andy nee on. “the a es 
- platform of the railroad station with a good- 
sized gripsack in his hand. He was about 
starting for New York to enter upon his © 
duties at the jewelry store. 

. Swinging a light cane, Conrad Carter ap- 

_ peared on the platform with his father, who 
was going to the city on business. Witha 
good deal of surprise he recognized Andy. . 
“Where are you going?” heasked abruptly, 
2 with a glance at the gripsack. ae 


a 
en: 


“To New York,” answered Andy. 
_“ What business have you there?” 

“T have a position in a store on Union 
: Square. I shall be pleased to have you call 
3 when you are in the city.” ee 

Conrad was greatly surprised. a 

“ What kind of a store is it?” he asked. a 

“A jewelry store. I haven’t a card with 
me, but will send you one.” 

Conrad didn’t appear to be glad at Andy’s 
good fortune. He had madeup his mind that _ 
his humble rival, as he chose to consider him, 

would be obliged to work on the farm, and . 
now he had found a way to avoid it. 


es 


aren een ee oer ee ee ee eo ernan 
“s ‘| 
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pea? 


“T think your father will have to find some a 


one else to assist him,” Andy continued ; “you 


see, I shall be otherwise occupied.” 
“What pay will you receive ?” 


“Tf you will excuse me, I would rather not — 


tell.” 
“Oh, just as you like. Where will you 
live? Will you sleep in the store?” 


“No; Iam to board on Clinton Place, with © 


a Mrs. Norris.” 

‘*Did you know about this when we were 
talking the other day ?” | 

be Yes: 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“T would have done so if I had known how 
much interest you took in my plans.” 

The rumble of the approaching train was 
heard, and Andy was obliged to enter a car. 
It chanced that it was unusually full, and 
Andy found but one vacant seat—the one be- 
side Squire Carter. 

The squire now noticed Andy for the first 
time. 

“Where are you going, Andrew?’ he 
asked. 
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“To New York, sir.” 

“On any special errand ?” 

“T am going to work there.” 

“Tndeed! What kind of a place?” 

“T shall have a place with Mr. Flint, of 
Union Square, a jeweler.” 

“T suppose Mr. Gale obtained you the 
place?” 

fory es, iT.” 

“‘T am not sure that you are acting wisely. 
I doubt if you can make expenses. What are 
you to be paid?” 

“ Five dollars a week.” 

“That is very fair pay for a boy of your 
age, but it won’t go very far in New York.” 

““T suppose New York is an expensive 
place to live in,” said Andy, noncommittally. 

“Yes. You will have to pay all your 
wages for board. Your other expenses will 
have to come out of your father’s pocket.” 

“T may be advanced.” 

“Tt will be a good while, first. You seem 
to be acting very injudiciously.” 

This remark did not trouble Andy. As 
his board was to be paid by Mr. Gale, his 


salary would be practically ten dollars a week ; 
but this he did not care to tell. 
“Country boys are always in a stew to get 


work in the city,” observed the squire. “If : 
they would only take the advice of their 
elders, they would see that it is better to ee : 


in the country.” 


“They think probably that there is more 


chance of advancement in the city. Horace 


Greeley never would have risen to distinction 
if he had remained in his native village.” 


** Ahem! there are exceptions. What is 


the number of the store where you will be 
employed ?” 

Andy told him. 

_“T may call in upon you some time. I 
am often in the city on business.” 

“T shall be glad if you will,” said Andy, 


sneerely. “It will seem pleasant to me to 
_ see an Arden face.” 


Andy got out of the cars at the Grand 
Central Depot. He was not quite sure of his 


way to Clinton Place, but he was not in the ~ 


least disturbed. He was naturally self-re 
Tiant. 


LS, ee Dg eS ee a ee ee oe re 


120 ANDY GRANT’S PLUCK. 


He asked the question of a gentleman, and 
was advised to take a Fourth Avenue car 
through the tunuel as far as Eighth Street; 
but he thought he should prefer to walk, as 
it would enable him to enjoy the sights and 
scenes of the metropolis. All these were 
fresh and interesting to him. 

He had gone but a dozen steps from the 
depot when a plausible stranger of thirty-five 
years, apparently, stopped him. 

“Young man, may I have a word with 
you ?” he asked. 

“Tf you wish.” 

“T speak to you, because I judge from your 
appearance that you have a good, kind heart.” 

“T hope you are right, sir.” 

“T am very awkwardly placed. My sister 
is very sick in Yonkers and has sent for me. 
On my way to the depot in a horse-car I had 


my pocket picked, and I have not enough 


money to get to the bedside of my «poor 
sister. If you would kindly lend me a 
quarter # 

Andy was kind-hearted, and he was not 
versed in city wiles. He put his hand in his 


Es abl, ~ 


wif 


So) ne Ee a Oe ee ae tee 


ora we 
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pocket and drew out a twenty-five cent silver 
coin. 
“T am glad to help you,” he said, as he 
passed the coin to the applicant. 
“You have a noble heart. I thank you,” 
said the stranger, feelingly. 

Andy felt pleased to think that he had done 
the man a favor, but his satisfaction was short 
lived, 


A stout, pleasant-looking man who had 


caught sight of the conference addressed him. 

“Did you give that man any money?” he 
asked. 

V6, Sir.” 

“What did he need it for?” 

“‘His pocket had been picked, and he 
wanted to go to Yonkers to visit his sick 
sister.” 

His new friend laughed. 

“That’s a new story,” he said. “The man 
is an arrant fraud. Your money will be 
spent for drink. He has no sick sister.” 

This was quite a shock to Andy. He saw 
he had been victimized, and must hereafter 
be on his guard against plausible strangers. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
THE FIRST DAY IN NEW YORK. 


Y dint of a little inquiry Andy found his 
B way to Mrs. Norris’ boarding-house in 
Clinton Place. It was a plain three-story-and- 
basement house of brick, and looked thor- 
oughly respectable. 

Andy took a general view of it, and thought 


he should like it. To his country eyes it 


looked quite aristocratic. It was higher than 
any house in Arden, even Squire Carter’s. 
He ascended the steps and rang the bell. 
It was answered by a Swedish girl named 
Eva, a blonde girl of the true Scandinavian 
type. : 
_ “Tg Mrs. Norris at home?” he asked. 
“She is up stairs,” was the reply. 
“T should like to see her.” 
“Who shall I tell her calls?” 
“She won’t know my name. ‘Tell her it ig 
some one with a letter from Mr. Walter Gale.” 


ke had a ee eos Mr. - 


Es Won’ t you FeiBp in?” 
- She introduced Andy into a small recep- ) 


_tion-room opening from the hall. It was a 


very small room provided with a sofa, one : ue 
chair, and a writing-desk. Just over the sofa 
hung an engraving of Washington Toe 3 


the Delaware. 


Andy sat down on the sofa and placed his 

_ gripsack in front of him. There was nothing 

__ to occupy his mind, so he sat patiently, won- 

__. dering what sort of a looking woman the land- 
lady might be. 

Soon there was a rustle of garments, anda — 


stout, pleasant-looking lady, of perhaps fifty, 
wearing a small cap set off with red ribbons, 
entered the room. 

“Mrs. Norris?” said Andy, inquiringly, 


rising out of respect. 


“Yes, I am Mrs. Norris. Eva told me 
I didn’t catch 


_ the name.” = 
“Mr. Walter Gale.” 
-~~ “Oh, yes, Mr. Gale. I know him very 


~ well. a 
“ Did he ever board here ?”’ 


124 ANDY GRANT’S PLUCK. 


“No; he boarded at one of the hotels. Mr, 
Gale is a rich man.” 

She took the letter and read it. 

“Mr. Gale asks if I can take you to board, 
and offers to pay your board. He must bea 
great friend of yours?” 

“He is. I hope the arrangement will be 
satisfactory ?” 

“Quite so. Icouldn’t wish any better pay- 
master than Mr. Gale. Are you going to 
work in the city ?” 

“Yes. I have a place in Mr. Flint’s 
jewelry store on Union Square.” 

“Really? That is quite a high-toned 
place. I got my best spoons there.” 

“Have you got a room for me?” asked 
Andy, a little anxiously. 

“Yes, Pve got a small hall cae i 
suppose you didn’t expect to obtain a square 
room ?” 

“Tt would be too expensive.” 

“Tt wouldn’t be if you had a roommate. 


There’s a gentleman on the third floor front, 


a Mr. EH He is sickly, and writes for 
some of the papers. He told me he would 


Geacher, te he was three weeks behind in oe ee 
a and [ had to let him go: It’s a ee 
© Grant,” suggested ene | : | 
pes That’ s a good name. I suppose 


os No I wish I was.’ 
- “Tf you'll follow me upstairs I’ Wn show you 3 a4 
‘the room. You can bring your valise.” Be 
_ Andy took it in his hand and followed the ; 
landlady up two flights of stairs. She panted 
a little, being a stout lady, but Andy would — 
have run upstairs if he had been alone. 
_ On the upper floor there were three rooms, 
_ the doors of all being open. 
“That is Mr. Warren’s room,” said Mrs. 
Norris, pointing to the front apartment. 
It was a room of about fourteen feet square, — 

and was neatly furnished. It contained a_ 
double bed and the usual chamber furniture. aa 


you get eet with Mr. Warren, you : 
_ may strike up a bargain to room with him.” — 
é “T don’t think I should like to room witl 
— asickly gentleman.” ae 
Bs: “Well, there is something in that. One — 
night Mr. Warren had a fit—I don’t kno 


‘Troom just underneath, and I was very much 


frightened.” 
“Tt would have ieee me, Be if I hac 
roomed with him.” — ree 
Oe “Well, fits ain ‘t very pleasant, I allow.” ee. a 
ae “Who rooms in the third room, next ix 
oo. Mine?” or 


“A young man of eighteen, named Per 
kins. I don’t rightly know what sort of a 
_ place he isin. I think it’s a neckwear store 
on Spring Street.” 


He did not think he should enjoy the ac- 
quaintance of Mr. Warren. He was preju- 
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s et atria him by the knowledge that he 
= was sickly and had fits. 
ag — “There are other boarders on my second 


floor. You will make their acquaintance at: 


the table.” 
“What are your hours for meals, Mrs. 
Norris?” . 
“We have lunch from twelve to one. 
_ Breakfast is from seven to nine, and we have 
_ dinner from six to seven, though in the case 
of a boarder who is kept later by business we 


- 


3 stretch a point and try to accommodate him. — 


- Thope that will suit you.” 
“Oh, I am sure it will.” 
“Shall you be at lunch to-day ?” 
“No, I don’t think so. I am going to ex- 
plore the city a little.” 
“Very few of my boarders are present at 
lunch. ae there is a bite for them, if they. 
do come.” 
“TJ would like to wash, if you will send up 
some water and a towel.” 
“Eva will bring them right up. Have. 
you soap of your own?” 


i ee & 
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“Gentlemen often prefer providing their 
own. If you will give me your name in full, 
I will enter it on my books.” 

“My name is Andrew Grant.” 

“Very well.” , 

“What is your rate of board? Mr. Gale 
will pay it, but I should like to know what 
it is.” 

“Five dollars a week for your room. Mr. 
Warren pays seven, but he has a large room 
to himself. If you should decide to room - 
with him, I shall charge you five dollars 
apiece.” | 

“Thank you; I don’t think we shall come 
to any agreement.” 

“She went downstairs, and Andy surveyed 
his room with interest. 

It was certainly small—quite the narrowest 
room he had ever seen. There was one win- 
dow from which he had a view of the back 
yard, rather a forlorn-looking space. There 
was a cat perched on the high board fence 
separating the yard from that of the adjoining 
house. 

Andy liked cats, and called out “Pussy.” 


era 
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, The cat looked up, and mewed her recogni- 
tion of the friendly overture. Then Eva 
came up with a pitcher of water and a towel. 

“Will one do you?” sheasked. “The rest 
are in the nach, but Pll bring you another 

_ this evening.” 

“One will be sufficient for the vacates i 

“So you’re comin’ here to live?” she said, 
sociably. 

“Yes, Eva.” 


ren.” 
“T don’t think I ever had one yet,’ an- 
swered Andy, with a smile. 
“Vm glad of that. I’m afraid of gentle- 
men that have fits.” 
Eva went down stairs, and Andy proceeded 
to make his ablutions. It was a dusty day, 
and the water was refreshing. 
After he had washed his face and hands he 
opened his gripsack and took out his brush 
and comb, which he placed on a tiny bureau 


in one corner of the room. It contained two | 
drawers, and in one of them he put away the 


contents of the valise. 
< 9 


“T hope you don’t have fits, like Mr. War- _ 


ee | seek 
Cte EPR a 2 eee 


eae 
Pa et 
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By this time it was ee ten, re he 
- put on his hat and went down stairs. He a 
went out into the street, and after a moment 3 
of indecision walked to Broadway. He thought — 
he could not do better than to walk down this a 
wonderful ‘thoroughfare, of which he had 
heard so much. 
It did occur to him that he might report Rea 
the jewelry store, but he would see enough of 
_ that hereafter and he preferred to take a little ee 
walk about the city. 
a Andy used his eyes to good advantage. He 3 
looked in at the shop windows, and watched — 
the human tide that swept by him. ee 34 
- Finally he found himself accosted by one a 
of the passers-by. 4 
_ “My young friend, Kee you oblige fae. a 
with a quarter to take me to ears My Pee 
pocket has been picked, and . 
All this seemed familiar. Andy looked 
up and recognized at once the stranger whom” 
he had relieved in front of the Grand Central 
Depot. 


_ he asked, abruptly. 
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“T never was in Yonkers.” 

““T gave you a quarter only an hour or two 
since to get to your sick sister in Yonkers.” 

Muttering that there was some mistake, the 
man hurried away, looking confused. ~ 

‘«T wonder if I shall ever meet him again ?” 
thought Andy. 
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CHAPTER XV. 
ANDY’S OPPOSITE NEIGHBOR. 


NDY walked about the city, using his 

eyes industriously. At one o’clock he 

went into a restaurant on Park Row, where 

he got a comfortable lunch for twenty-five 
cents. 

This was more than he intended to pay 
usually, but on this first day in the city he 
did not care to go back to the boarding-house. 

After lunch he made his way to the en- 
trance of the Brooklyn Bridge, and got into 
one of the cars. He enjoyed the prospect 
visible from the windows, and felt that this 
alone would pay him for visiting New York. 

Just before they reached the other end 
there was a cry of alarm from a stout Ger- 
man woman who sat on the other side of the 
car. | 

“‘Pve been robbed !” she exclaimed. “My 
purse is gone!” 


FA Oe ey ee tes NS ren? Als at 
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Of course this attracted general attention. 


“Was there much in the purse, madam?” 
asked a kind-looking elderly man. 


: fe Yie8; mere was six dollars—it was a great 
_ deal to me.’ 


“ Are yousure you had it when you entered 
' the car?’ 


“Yes; I took it out of my pocket when I 


paid for a ticket.” 

“ T think your pocket has been picked.” 

- Sitting next to the woman was a man who 
seemed absorbed in peding a morning news- 
paper; even the woman’s complaint did not 
appear to excite his attention. 

This led Andy to move his head to get a 
nearer view of him. He started in surprise. 


It was the adventurer whom he had already, 


met twice that morning. He had little doubt 
that he was the thief. 

It was perhaps somewhat rash to hazard a 
charge without proof, but he felt indignant 
and could not resist the impulse. 

“TJ think that man has your purse,” he 
- said, pointing to the individual behind the 
newspaper. 


foe This ; is an aatranel " peat the latte 
with assumed anger. “Iam a Boston mer- 
chant.” ay 
He was respectably dressed, and the charg 
did not seem very plausible. 
“My boy, you should be careful how you 
crite such charges,” said his next neighbor 
et: 
But Andy was not abashed. 
— ©T know something of that man,” he said, 
“quietly. “T have met him twice this morn- . 
mean.” 
~ “Has he robbed you?” 
“No; but he asked me to give him a quar- 
ter to take him to his sick sister in Yonkers. 
This was at the Grand Central Depot; an — aS 
hour or two later I met him on Broadway, and _ 
he wanted money to take him to Newark.” | oe 
“The boy is entirely mistaken,” said the 
adventurer. : aa 
At the same instant, under cover of the 
newspaper, he adroitly let the stolen puree 
drop to the floor at his feet. _ : 
By this time the cars had reached the. 
ae end of the bridge. 


Ey eciucr, with a sudden piace downward, 
— “You must have dropped it, ; 


Xs Why, thicre 3 is ‘your purse,’ 1 excl the 


“Oh, thank you, sir!” said the poor woman, - 

~ overjoyed. 

eae t ae you won’t suspect a gentleman 
again,” said the thief, in lofty indignation. 


3 


: ~ “No, I won’t, sir. Iwas sure you didn’t 


= 


take it.” 
Andy, who had seen the trick, smiled, but 
he was satisfied with the recovery of the 


_ purse. 


_ The passengers looked puzzled. They hod : 
not made up their minds as to the guilt or in- 


- hocence of the man Ces! with the theft. 


yee 


7 


“You see, young man,” said Andy’s neigh- 
ber in a tone of reproof, “you were mis- 
Eiken.” 
Andy smiled again. 
_“T saw him drop the purse on the floor,” 
he answered, quietly. 
“Bless my soul! Are you sure?” 
«Yes, sir.” 
_ The passengers left the car, Andy and the 
thief among them. 
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Andy lost track of his acquaintance till, as 
they reached Fulton Street, he heard some one 
hissing in his ear, 


“Boy, you are too fresh! Ill get even ~ 


9? 


with you yet 

Then the thief, passing him rapidly, got 
into a Myrtle Avenue car, and this was the. 
last he saw of him for that day. 

Andy walked about the streets of Brooklyn 
for a while and returned by Fuiton Ferry. 
Then he went back to his boarding-plaee, ar- 
riving there between three and four o’clock. 

As he went up to his room he noticed that 
the door of the large room opposite was open. 
A young man, of about thirty, was sitting in 
a rocking-chair, reading. 

He was of medium height and sallow com- 
plexion. He wore his hair long, and had a 
high, narrow forehead. 


‘“‘T suppose that is the man who has fits,” —~ 


thought Andy. | 

The young man had noticed Andy’s en- 
trance into his own room, and, rising from the 
rocking-chair, crossed the hall and knocked 
lightly at the door. 
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“Come in,” said Andy. 


¥ 


“T suppose this is Mr. Grant,” began the 
young man, bowing. “I am Mr. Warren, 
and live in the room opposite.”’ 

“ Won’t you come in and sit down ?” asked 
Daidy, with a glance at the only ce Bes 
room contained. 

“Don’t let me take your only chair. Vl 
sit on the bed, if you don’t mind.” 

“Make yourself at home, Mr. Warren,” 
said Andy, with easy cordiality. 

“So you know my name?” 

“Mrs. Norris spoke to me of you.” 

“‘Did she?. What did she say ?” asked the 


- young man, showing some curiosity. 


“JT think she said you were literary—that 
you wrote for some of the magazines.” 

“Yes; I am very fond of writing. Do you 
write?” 

“ Not for publication.” 

“ Ah yes, I see. You would be rather 
young for an author.” 

“Are you connected with any particular 
magazine ?” 

“No. Iam a free lance. I contribute to 


geverai. I hove’ just sent an article: 
Century.” <i, aaa 
Andy was rather surprised, for he: kne : 
that the Century held high rank among con- 
eB) temporary magazines. It did Tigh occur 


Bahlished would be a different matter. 
“T suppose you enjoy writing ?” 
: “Yes; there is nothing I like so well.” 
a Perhaps you will show me some of your 
articles.” ae 
“T can show you | a poem which appeared 2 
last week in the village paper at home.” 
“Thank you, I should like to see it. a 
Mr. Warren went to his room, and ee 
returned with a small ees paper. 


Rierren This w was the first stank whioh M i 
Warren volunteered to read aloud: 


“Td like to be a robin, 
And flit from bough to bough 5 

I’d pour sweet music on the air 
Uf God would teach me how.” 
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pie, “I don’t quite like that last line,” he said, 

looking up from the paper. “Can you sug- 
_ gest any improvement?” 

; “You might say, ‘And charm the pensive 

_ cow,” suggested Andy, mischievously. 

“True, that might be a striking figure. I 
will consider it when I revise the poem for 
- publication in book form.” 

The rest of the poem was of similar uae 

| “JT don’t think they would accept that for 
_ the Century,” thought Andy. 

“Do you devote yourself to literary work, 

or are you in business?” he asked. 

“T may go into business, but at present I 
only write. I send a letter once a month to 
_ the Greenville Banner.” 

“ T suppose they pay ?” 

“Oh—ah, yes,” answered the poet, in a 
hesitating voice, “‘but the terms are strictly 
confidential. If you ever pick up any inci- 
_ dents in your daily walks, Mr. Grant, I shall 
be glad if you will communicate them to me, 
that I may weave them into my correspond- 


ence.” 


os With pleasure.” 


tis y ae 2 i ar emat4 
BEE OES ea Ste OR OM Op Ee 


Westie Sat A Pees Sen AN ROE 
ee sh ie Sabet SS es 
SSE CNA i Ee Sea ket a ane ok 
” ESE EE Pt: Soa eee Ree Oe TS 


gt we. ste Weg sets soe dy es 
y, A ihewit ed to Andy to er) his ne o a 
bor about the street adventurer whom he had a 
met three times that morning. et 

“Capital!” exclaimed Warren. “I will g 
Bost that into my next letter. I see, Mr. 
- Grant, you have an observing eye. You 
would make a good reporter for one of the 
city dailies.” 

“Do you think so?” asked Andy, feeling 
complimented. > s 
“Tam sure of it.” 
| “How long have you lived in the city, Mr : : 

“Warren ? om | 

“ About three months. Some time I will 
tell you why I came here,” he continued, with — 
an air of mystery. Bs 4 
-—-—s *‘T shall be glad to hear.” > a 

ae “TJ will tell you now, for I see you ae aie 
__ sympathetic soul. I loved, and my love was 
* returned, but a heartless parent interno 
and separated two loving hearts.” 

He took out his handkerchief and ipa 
his eyes. Andy hardly knew whether 10.75 
laugh or express sympathy. Sa 
“I suppose that often happens?” he said, ae 


Stine 
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rather lamely. ‘(Perhaps he may yet re- 
pent.” 

-“T live in that hope. When I have be- 
come famous I will go back and offer myself 
again to Sophia. I suppose you have had no 
heart experiences as yet, Mr. Grant?” 

“Not as yet, but I can sympathize with 
you.” 

“T am so glad you have come. I shail 
make you my confidential friend.” 

Then the conversation drifted into other 
channels. 
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CHAPTER XV1. 
ANDY AT WORK. 


UNCTUALLY as the clock struck eight 

the next morning Andy entered the 

store of Mr. Flint on Union Square. He 

looked for his employer, but the jeweler sel- 

dom arrived before nine, his residence being 
in Harlem. 

Behind the counter, arranging the goods in 
one of the cases, was a man with reddish hair 
who might, at a guess be thirty-five years of 
age. It was Mr. Flint’s head clerk, Simon 
Rich, who had been absent when Andy made 
his first call. 

“What can I do for you, boy 2?” he asked, 
superciliously. 

“Ts Mr. Flint in?” 

“No. You can tell me your business.” 

““T have come here to work.” 

Onl 

This exclamation was long-drawn out. Mr. 


4 Bon 8 i ‘ 
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= . aa understood that for s some reason this — 


man would be his enemy. He would have 
_ understood his hostility better had he known 
that the boy just discharged was the head 
~ elerk’s nephew. 
“T suppose you are well acquainted with 
_ the business?” remarked Rich, with a sneer. 
: a “T know nothing about it.” 
as “Wumph! you stand a chance of being 
very useful.” 
is “T hope to become familiar with it soon,” 
- gaid Andy, coloring. 
“‘Suppose you sweep out, to begin with.” 
He pointed out the broom, and Andy went 
to work. 
_ “T wish he were a more agreeable man,” 
thought Andy. “I am afraid he will make 
_ my position unpleasant.” 
-_ Here a customer came in, and Mr. Rich 
was occupied for the next ten minutes. 
a The customer, a lady, bought a gold chain. 
Shall I send it?” asked the clerk. 


ee 
= 


mace fete ue till ele dock.” canes 
“To what address ?” a 
_ She gave a number on Fifty-Sixth Sts 
“Very well.” 
“There will be an errand for you,” said 
er Rich, as he put back the chains not eee a 
a ee Andy nodded. He felt that he would) — 
rather be absent on an errand than in the. 
. company of Simon Rich. = 1 
a a _ “Where did Mr. Flint pick you up?” ine : 
quired Rich. ae 
This was rude, but Andy felt that it would 
not be politic to get into a quarrel with ia 
nt Be head clerk so soon. | é Si 

 “ We met at lunch,” he said. ees 

«Where ?” : 

: “ At the Sinclair House.” 

“Had you never seen him before ?” 

“cc No.” 

“Queer that he should engage you at such 
short notice!” 

“He was acquainted with the gentleman ee 
was with.” 
“ What name?” 

; >.“ Walter Gale.” 


Sie 


z. 
+ 
vy 
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“Yes, Ihave seen him. Are you related 

to Mr. Gale?” . 

No.” 

“Are you aware that the boy you have 
displaced—John Crandall—is my nephew?” 

“No, sir; I didn’t know it. Iam sorry he 
lost his place.” 

“ He is a good boy, but Mr. Flint became 


prejudiced against him. Did he say any-- 


thing about him when he engaged you?” 

“T believe he said that he was not satis- 
factory, but as I did not know him I did not 
notice.” 

Another customer came in, and at nine 
o'clock Mr. Flint entered. 

“Tsee you are on hand,” he said pleasantly 
to Andy. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ When did you come to the city ?” 

“Yesterday, sir.” 

“Have you a boarding-place?” 

“Yes, sir, in Clinton Place. I was recom- 
mended to it by Mr. Gale.” 

“That is well. Mr. Rich, this is the new 
boy.” 

10 
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“So he told me,” said Rich, coldly. 

“ Have you had any customers ?” 

“Yes,sir. There is one article to be sent— 
a gold chain—to Mrs. Mason of Fifty-Sixth 
Street.” 

“‘ Any time mentioned ?” 

“Twelve o’clock.” 

“You can send Andrew at that time.” 

“Very well, sir.” 

Andy was very glad of his employer’s 
presence. It checked any manifestation of 
rudeness on the part of the clerk. 

At quarter to twelve a box containing the 
chain was handed to Andy, addressed to Mrs. 
Mason. 

“Did you notice the lady who purchased 
the chain ?” asked Mr. Flint. 

med, Sil” 

“T wish this box placed in her hands. 
Ask her to give you a receipt for it.” 

DY eS. sire’ 

“Here is money for car fare. You may go 
to lunch after delivering the box.” 

Yes, sir.” 

Andy took the Broadway cable car, and 
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2 E suse after twelve reached the house. The : 


— door was ‘opened by a man servant. 


“T have a parcel for Mrs. Mason,” said 
Andy, 
“All right; Dll take it.” 
“IT am only to deliver it into her hands.” 
“She isn’t at home.” 
“Then I will wait for her. She said she 
Eyould be here at twelve.” 
The man was about to speak rudely, when 
a lady mounted the steps. 
~* Are you from Mr. Flint?” she asked. 
“Yes, madam.” 
“Tam Mrs. Mason.” 
“T remember you,” said Andy, bowing. 
Will you please give me a receipt?” - 
“Certainly. Step into the hall, and I 


. -won’t keep you waiting long.” 


= 


4 
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Andy sat down. 

“Why didn’t you give me the parcel, boy?” 
_ asked the servant. 

“Because you are not Mrs. Mason. I had 


~ strict orders to deliver it to her.” 
 “Humph! that is being mighty particu- 
~ dar.” 
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“I have nothing to ad with re Fi 
rules.” * 
eo. Mrs. Mason returned Bande immediately. — 
_ “Here is the receipt, and thank you,’ "ehe 
said, pleasantly. te 
Andy bowed, and opened the door to 295 
= out. 
--—s “T am afraid I have interfered with your 
a. ey she said. 
ess “T am going to it now, thank you.” 
-——s “My lunch is just ready. Perhaps you — 
___ will accept an invitation to lunch Be me?) 
Bean “T shall be very glad to do'so.’ ee 
ee "Andy had been brought up as a gentle 
man, and was not at all embarrassed, as some 


. : __ boys would have been, by this attention from 
ae a lady. a 
ise “Follow me, then,” she said, as she led the | 
___-way down stairs to the front basement. a 
er ‘A-small table was set there, and Mrs. Masog 
pointed to a seat. 7 
TaN “You are my only guest,” she said.“ My 


boy is out of town just at present. 
help you to some cold chicken ?” 
| “Thank you.” 


Shall T 


Pt ’ 


ee ye ; | 
ass ANDY AT WORK. eh RG 


_ Besides the chicken there was bread and 
butter, some kind: of preserve, and hot tea, 
It was all very plain, but Andy enjoyed it; 

“T ought to know the name of my guest,” 
said Mrs. Mason. 

‘My name is Andrew Grant.” 

“Have you been long at Mr. Flint’s?” 

“This is-my first day.” 

“‘T hope you will find the situation a pleas- 
ant one. You are nota city boy?” 

“No, madam; I come from Arden.” 

They were waited upon at table by Gus- 
tave, the man who had treated Andy rudely. 


He did not look at all pleasant at having © 2 


to wait upon the boy from “Flint’s,” and evi- 
dently considered his mistress very eccentric. 

Mrs. Mason gossiped pleasantly, and evi- 
dently enjoyed her young company. 

“That is better than eating alone,’ she 
said, as she rose from the table. “I feel 
quite well acquainted with you, Andrew. 
You must come up some time when my boy 
is at home. He is a year or two younger 
than you, but I think you will get on to- 
gether.” 
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“T shall be very glad to come,” replied — 
Andy, gratefully. “Thank you for all your ~ 
kindness.” a 

He went back to the store at once. 

“You are back early,” said Mr. Flint. 
“Yes, sir; Mrs. Mason invited me to lunch, 

and that saved time.” 

Simon Rich looked surprised. His nephew 
had never received so much attention from a 
customer. 


CHAPTER XVII. 
eo ANDY’S FELLOW-BOARDERS. 


g time went on, Andy became sensible 


that Simon Rich was indeed no friend © : 


of his. He was watched with a cold vigi- 
lance that was nothing less than a lookout for 
imperfections. Andy saw that it would be 
necessary for him to be unusually careful and 
attentive to his duties. 

Mr. Flint, on the other hand, was always 


ee! 


kind and cordial, notwithstanding the sligies | 


ing words from Mr. Rich. 

One day when Andy returned from lunch 
he found a boy talking with Simon Rich. 
He recognized him as his predecessor. 

_ The boy, John Crandall, looked at him 
with an ill-natured glance. As Simon Rich 
did not see fit to introduce him he did not 
speak. When Rich went out to lunch John 
Crandall accompanied him. 

- “Don’t you think there is any chance 
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of my getting back, Uncle Simon?” asked 
John. 

“Not at present. That boy you saw seems 
to have the inside track with Mr. Flint.” 

“What sort of a boy is he?” 

“ He’s too fresh. I don’t like him.” 

“What made Mr. Flint take him on?” 

“ Heaven knows; I don’t.” 

“Do you think he is likely to stay ?” 

“Not if I can help it.” 

“Can’t you prejudice Mr. Flint against 
him ?” 

“Twillif I can. Iam looking for a chance 
to get him into trouble, but it isn’t easy, as he 
is a goody-goody sort of a boy. He tries to 
get in with people. You know Mrs. Mason ~ 
of Fifty-Sixth Street ?” 

“Yes; I have carried purchases there.’ 

“The very first day he was here he went 
there with a chain, and she invited him to 
lunch.” | 

“You don’t mean it?” exclaimed John, in 
surprise. ‘She never took any notice of me.” 

They went to the Dairy Restaurant, on 
Union Square, for lunch. 


- “Uncle Simoh,” said John, when they were 
going out, “can’t you give me fifty cents? 


You know I hayen’t a cent of money, now — 


hat my salary is stopped.” __ 
“What do you want of fifty cents?” de 
_manded his uncle, frowning. 


fe “T.want to goto the Grand Opera Hae 
Ee to-night: I haven’t been to the theatre for ; 


Ey two weeks,” 


not earning anything.” 

“But that isn’t my fault,” pleaded John. 

a = Yes, itis.. You neglected your duties at 
EP. Flint’s, and he saw it. That is why you lost 
your place.” 

a “Tt is pretty hard going about without a 
- cent of money in your pocket.” 

“Then you should have kept your place. 
Have you been around to look for another 
position ?” 

“No; I thought you would get me back 
“into F fone. 3 


will try to get the other boy out.” 
_ “T hope you'll do that; I hate the sight of 


a “ And you can’t expect to while you are 


“J don’t think there is much chance, but 
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him. I feel as if he had turned me out of 
my place.” 

“How do you like the new boy, Mr. Rich?” 
asked the jeweler at the end of the first week. 

“T don’t care much for him,” said Simon 
Rich, coldly. 

“What is the matter with him? Does he 
neglect his work ?” 

“No,” Rich admitted, unwillingly. 

“What have you against him, then ?” 

“ He has a sneaking way about him.” 

“On the contrary, he seems to me to be 
unusually frank and open.” 

“He is trying hard to get into your good 
graces.” 

“ Well, that is proper, isn’t it?” 

'“& Yes, but——” 

“Well?” 

“T think he will bear watching.” 

“Surely you don’t suspect him of dis- 
honesty.” 

“Still waters run deep,” said the clerk, 
sententiously. 

Mr. Flint smiled to himself as he turned 
away. He understood that the secret of his 


d cler ss sition’ was aie fact that Andy 
taken the place of his nephew. fet 
2 Teanwhile Andy had got well soqnaia ee 
at his boarding-house. Besides Mr. Warren 
ie. found his next neighbor, Sam Perkins, 
quite sociable. . a 
Sam was a youth of eighteen, and was em- ~ 
ployed in a furnishing goods store on lower ae 
‘Broadway. He was fortunate in the loca~ 
ion of his store, as he finished work at half- ae 
st five, and was able to be at supper at 
the regular hour. He seemed rather fond 

f dress and indulged in a variety of showy 


He introduced himself to Andy the first ag 

vening. oe 
_ “What pay do you get?” he asked. sede 
“Five dollars a week.” eer 


“T get seven, but it’s too small. A man e : 
an’t live on it. Why, my car-fare costsme = 


xty cents a week.” i e 
“Tt must be rather a tight squeeze.” iti ee 
“The folks at home allow me two dollarsa = 


eek besides. You see, the governor’s got 


4 


~money. But I tell you oad sacite away in 
New York.” me hs 
“No doubt. There are a good many ways — 
of spending money here.” Pe: 
a _- “Suppose we go to the theatre to-night,’ % 
-- “T would rather Wait awhile. This is. mis 
oo first. night in the city.” 
: a “Have you got. acquainted with old Ware 
ren?” ‘ 
<5 cs, You, meaty the occupant of the large room | 
opposite ?” : # : 
Veg,” —" & 
—-- “ Tehavye talked with him: a little.” i. 
“How do you like him?” ae 
“JT don’t know him well enough to judgadia 
said Andy, cautiously. ean 
_—s * He’s a crank—and soft at that. Pre- 
os = fends thats jhe: is literary and writes for the — g: 
aS _ magazines.” : 
‘He does, doesn’t: he ?” j 
ae “Yes, he writes for them, but I don’t think _ 
Ek his articles get printed. He just sitsround 
| and writes, and isn’t any company at all. I ee 
E have tried to get him to go to the theatre, but re: . 
he won’t. Once I was hard Bee t but a z 


) 


eet re ane one 
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~~ nickel—and asked him to lend mea quarter. 


_ He wouldn’t.” 
“Very likely he hasn’t got much money.” 
“That’s right. Did you ever see such 
shabby neckties as he wears?” 

‘““He hasn’t your advantages about getting 

new neckties,” said Andy, with a smile, for 
he had already learned where Sam was at 
work. 

“‘ How do you like the tie I have on? It’s 
a stunner, isn’t it?” asked Sam; complacently. 

(‘It’s very showy.” 

‘I -get a new necktie every week. You see, 
I get them at half price. Girls always notice 
your necktie.” ; 

“Then I don’t think they’ll pay me much 
‘attention.” 

“Your tie is too sober, that’s a fact. Better 
let me bring you one. I can get it half off. 
They won’t know but it’s for me.” 

“Thank you. I may by and by accept 
your offer. Now, I don’t want to spend any 

vextra money.” 
At the table Andy was introduced to a Mr. 
and Mrs. Osborn, who did not appear to be 
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long married. She was tall, angular, and 
thirty-five. He was at least five years younger. 
He had married her for her money, but she 
let him have little advantage of it, dealing it 
yut in small sums. 

He occupied a small clerkship at eight 
dollars a week, out of which he had to pay 
his own board, while his wife, who had an in- 
come from property of a thousand dollars a 
year, defrayed her own expenses, and occa- 
sionally allowed him a dollar or two. 

He was much better-looking than his wife, 
and it was this, perhaps, that made her jeal- 
ous if he looked at another woman. The 
particular object of her jealousy was a Miss 
Manson, who held a business position at an 
up-town milliner’s. She was pleasant and 
piquant. 

There was also a Mr. Kimball, who was a 
salesman at Hearn’s. He liked to discuss 
financial problems, and felt that he should 
have been a banker, but found no one to talk 
with, as Mr. Osborn’s ideas on finance were 
elementary. 

Indeed, Mrs. Osborn was the only one at 


eS, 


Pcie frown. 
_“T like to be peenborly, my dear,” sai 
r husband, ae, 

I see you do.” 


usy. 
_ “Have you read the President’s financial’ 


a Mr. Osborn ?” asked Mr. Kimball. — 
oo: I don’t take any interest in such 


“80 do I, with one exception, ” returned 


Mr. Kimball ; and they began a conversation 
in which none of the other boarders took an 


Seen 
¥, V Vhen supper we be 
a went f for a walk. Mr. Warrenceseused, me 


{Ba you are wriebi a. jeweler,” said Sa 
“TT may come. up and buy.a ring. so 
_ Do-you allow a.diseount to friends?” i 
_ “Tdon’t know yet. I will favor. yout. I. 
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“CHAPTER XVIII. 
A PLOT AGAINST ANDY. 


OME six weeks later, about the middle of 

the forenoon, a Western Union Tele- 

graph boy entered the store and handed Mr. 
Flint a telegram. 

Tearing it open, the jeweler read the con- 
tents and seemed quite agitated. 

“Mr. Rich,” he said, turning to the head 
‘clerk, “I have bad news. My only brother 
is dangerously sick. This dispatch says that 
if I -wish to-see him alive I must start at 
vence.” 

‘Where does he live?” 

“Tn Denver, Colorado.” 

“That is ‘a long way off.” 

“Yes. I don’t see how I can leave the 
business, but I cannot bear to think of my 
brother dying without my seeing him again.” 

“T think, sir, that I'can keep ee straight. 


I have been with you for six years.” 
11 
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“True, and you know the business thor- 
oughly. Besides, you can write or telegraph 
me, if need be, every day.” 

“T will do so, sir. You can depend on 
me.”’ 

“ Besides, you will have Andrew to help 
you. He is a good and faithful boy.” 

To this Simon Rich made no reply, but 
there was a look on his face that boded no 
good to Andy. 

“T think I will go home at once and get 
ready. It is necessary that I should start im- 
mediately. I shall have no time to give you 
directions, but I will write you as soon as I 
reach Denver.” 

“Very well,sir,” said Simon Rich, smoothly. 
“Make your mind quite easy. All will go 
well during your absence.” 

Half an hour later, when Andy returned 
from an errand, Mr. Flint was gone. 

“T have a message for Mr. Flint,” said 
Andy, as he entered the store. 

“ You can give it to. me.” 

“] was told to deliver it to Mr. Flint per- 
sonally.”’ 


~ “Does he go on business ?”” 
_ “He has received news that his only brother 
es there at the point of death.” 7 
& “How long will he be gone! rad asked a ee 


prove bad news for him. 
6 ee not less than three weeks. 


ich, in a bullying tone, “ that I won’t stand 
y nonsense from you. You will have to 
attend strictly to business. Ishan’t be such 
easy-going boss as Mr. Flint.” ee 
_ “T always aim to do my duty,” said eee By 
“You will find it best to do so while Iam ~ 
in charge. Ae don’t stand gawking there, < 


a postal which he directed him to drop in the _ 
nearest mail-box. 


predecessor, and ran thus: 


| hady “was ariel to an ‘angry reply, “bubs 
thought it prudent to refrain. He aides % 
that for three weeks, and probably longer, hee ji 
was to be at the mercy of a man who orden 
disliked him. ; 

How he should be able to stand it he did 
not know. He determined, however, to do 
his duty as well as he knew how, and‘not to 
reply when the head clerk was insolent and 
abusive. 

About’an hour later Simon Rich gave him 


Pee 


It was addressed to John Crandall, Andy's 


“DrarR JoHN— > ae 

“Come around as soon as you can. I have news _ 
for you. Your uncle, ee 
. “Srmon Ricw.” 


About four'e’clock John Crandall entered 
the store. 
“ Andrew,” said Rich, “you may ‘go to thee 
branch ‘post-office at Ninth Street and: eee y 
dollar’s worth of postage stamps.” 


¢ 


Andy: understood: that stamps were not 
needed, and that the errand was devised to. 
_ get him out of the way. However, it was. his, 
duty to obey. 


When he was-fairly out of the store, John 
asked, with some curiosity, 
“What is the news you were going: to. tell 


~ me, Unele: Simon?” 


“Mr. Flint has started for Goyinds. and I 


; am in: full charge of the store,” answered. Rich, 


with a triumphant smile. 
“Golly! That’s. great: news!” exclaimed 
John. “ Now you can discharge that cub and 


. get me in again.” 


— one. 


‘““T mean to, but you will have to wait a few 
days.” 

“Why: need: I?” 

“Because I must have a good excuse for 
bouncing him. Mr. Flint will inquire, you 


know.” 


““T should think it would be easy to invent 


9) 


“Well, not altogether easy, but I. have a 


| plan: You see, the boy is one of the goody- 
- goody kind who has no bad habits. If I. 
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‘ > eould dase | him pl lay tig ,or a 
that kind, there would be no ‘trouble 51 


that,” said Simon Rich, shrewdly. WS aa 


99) . 
Far tte 


is one of your model boys. 

“Like me,” suggested John. ae si. ae 
“T never tock you for a model boy. Still, 
you are my oper and I must do the best 

ean for you.” 
“ What is the plan you have thought of oe : 
“T haven’t fully decided; but come in o- 
morrow, and I may think of something: by 
that time.” S 
“T wish I was here now. Tt will be goo ede 
fun, now that old Flint is gone.” ey 
“ Be careful not to say ‘old Flint’ a 
Andrew. He auen repeat it to the boss _ 
when he returns.” Sag 
“Tf he should I would punch his hess a 
said John, promptly. “43 
“T don’t think I would advise you to do 


Ss) 


“Why not? I could lick him with one © 
hand.” 
“Tf you ever get into a fight vu i 
you will need two. He is strong and mu 
cular.” : ) 
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“You seem to be taking his part, Uncle 
Simon.” 

“Not at all, but I won’t shut my eyes to 
facts. Andrew is much stronger than you 
are.” 

John did not look well pleased, but his 
uncle added, 

“In this case, however, it is not a matter 
of strength. We must use cunning.” 

“All right, uncle. You know best, of 
course.” : 

“Of course I know best. All you have to 
do is to be guided by me. We must get rid 
of him in such a way that Mr. Flint will ap- 
prove of my action.” 

‘Tt will be a great day for me when I take 
his place.” 

“Exactly. Be patient, and it will come 
about. Meanwhile I want you to treat him 
asa friend.” 

“Why ?” 

“‘So that he won’t suspect that there is any 
conspiracy against him.” 

“T gee. You are a smart one, Unele | 
Simon.” 


Ee, 
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‘He had expected something very different. 


Rich. oy 


Races 


Dairy Kitchen by John Crandall. He did ye 


= he 
fie 
y 
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pleased. 


before long.” 


his teeth and smiling significantly. 


ie I flatter myself that I know ala i, ‘ 
about,” returned Rich, complacently. 
Andy ‘was considerably ‘surprised at 
kindness with which he was treated, Fe 
the next few days, by the head salesman. 


He began to think he had misjudged Mr. 


He was-still more surprised when the next — 
day at his lunch hour he was invited to the 


not care to accept, but John insisted upon BO 
and he thought it would be rude to refuse. _ a 

John chatted very pleasantly during the 
meal, and Andy was both surprised . and 
“ Have you got a new place? 2” he: asked. a ‘ 
“No, but uncle thinks he can get me one 


“T hope it will be a good one.’ . 
“Oh, I think it will,” said John, showing . 


So passed several days, and Andy jpageiel > 
think that Mr. Rich had become his fica dee 
But at length the storm broke. ia 


a 


~ 
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| ae day, as he entered the store, he noticed 
that Simon Rich was looking grave and stern. 

“ Andrew,” he said, without preface, “some- 
thing very disagreeable has happened.” 

“ What.is it, Mr. Rich?” 

“A gold watch has. disappeared: from this 
- ease.” 
“A valuable one?” asked Andy, innocently. 
“Tt is one-that retails. at fifty dollars. I 
would not have had this: oceur during Mr. 
Flint’s absence. for twice that. sum.” 

“Have you any ideaof what. has. become 

of it ?” 

“Not at present, but as you and my nephew 
- are in the store so much, of course you would 
haye opportunities of taking it.” 

“Uncle Simon,” said John, who was pres- 
ent, “I insist on your searching me.” 
“J will do so, though I am sure neither you 
nor Andrew is at fault.” 

“Search me, too, Mr. Rich,” said Andy, 
fearlessly. 

Nothing was found on John, but thrusting 
his hand into the upper pocket of Andy’s 
yest, Simon Rich drew out a folded paper. 
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“What is this?” he cried. “A pawn ticket 
for a gold watch? What does this mean?” P 
“Let me see it,” said Andy, dumfounded. - 
It was a ticket issued by a Third Avenue 
pawnbroker for a gold watch, on which ten 
dollars appeared to have been loaned. The 
name of the borrower appeared as A. Grant. 

“ Miserable boy!” said the salesman, se- 
verely ; “so you have turned thief. What a 
hypocrite you must be!” 

“JT don’t know what it means,” faltered 
Andy, quite overwhelmed. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 
ANDY IS DISCHARGED. 


OU don’t know what it means!” re- 


peated Simon Rich in a sarcastic tone. 


“Probably not. J understand it.” 
“Do you think I stole a watch and pawned 
it, Mr. Rich ?” demanded Andy, with spirit. 
“There seems to be absolute proof of your 
dishonesty. Will you explain how, other- 


wise, this pawn ticket. is found in your 


pocket ?” 


“T can’t explain it, nor can I understand it 


All I ean say is, that I never saw it before.” 

“ You must think I am a fool to be deceived 
by such a story.” 

“T can’t believe that Andy pawned a watch? . 
said John Crandall, hypoeritically. 

“Will you be kind enough to inform me 
who did, then?” asked his uncle, with pre- 
tended severity. 

“‘T can’t guess.” 
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“Nor anyone else, I anet ‘Or: our 
- Kindrew, after this proof of your dishonesty : 
gamnot retain you in my, or rather in Mr. — 
_ Wiknt’s, employment.” 

“Mr. Rich, will you do me a favor?” ee 
“What is it?” ae 


i 
~~ 


i As 
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mos 
a “Will you go with me to the pawnbroker — a 


who-issued the ticket and ask him if he ever — KS 
 gaser me before?” aa 
= *f have no time to go on such a foolish er- 2 
vmmd. (Can you give me the ten dollars you — 
ad alitained for the watch ?” 52 
co * didn’t obtain a dollar nor a cent for the a 
watch. I know nothing about it.” - 
“ Probably you, have laid it away some- — 
where, or spent it.” say 
“That is not true, and I am sure you don’t 
helieve it yourself.” - 
‘ “No impudence, young man! sf am foreoih cat 
fiw believe it. I have treated you kindly since | S 
Mir. Flint went away, and that is sufficient to 
: show that I wish to do you no anes. Is<e . 
this true or not?” ae = 
=: “LE have no fault to find with your treat- 
ment, except now.’ 
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_ “T shall continue to act as your friend. “i 
- might have you arrested, and your conviction 


would be certain with the evidence I have @m 
my possession. But I will not doit. 1 wai 


_ redeem the watch at my own expense and tbe — 
_ content with discharging you.” 


“T believe there is a plot against me,” sasal 
Andy, pale but firm. “It will come out som 


time. When do you wish me to go?” 


“At once. I will pay you to the end a 
the week, but I could not feel safe in retaining 
your services any longer. John, will jem 
oblige me by taking Andrew’s place till & 
have a chance to secure another boy?” 

“Yes, Uncle Simon, but I don’t want 
feel that I have had anything to do wath 
Andy’s discharge.” 

“You have not. No one is responsible fr 


| it but himself.” 


“Then [ will stay while you need me. @ 
don’t want to leave you in a hole.” 
Simon Rich went to the money-drawer aaaitl 
drew out a five-dollar bill. 
“Here is your pay to the end of the wee,” 


he said. 


TS WS 
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“T prefer to accept pay only to to-day,” re- 
plied Andy. 
* As you please.” 


Andy walked out of the store foekiaiat “ 
erushed and overwhelmed. Hewasallatsea 
concerning the pawn ticket. He could not ~ 


understand how it got into his pocket. 

He formed a resolution. He would go 
around to the pawnbroker’s and see if he 
could obtain any information. - 

He found the pawn shop without difficulty. 
It was a small apartment, but seemed quite 
full of goods of all varieties. 


A small man of perhaps sixty was behind — 4 
the counter. Seated in a rocking-chair, sew- 


img, an old lady was to be seen in the rear of 
the shop. 


Andy had never been in a pawn shop, and _ | 


would have been interested in examining it 
if his errand had not been so serious. 

He walked up to the counter. 

“Well, young man, what is your business?” 
asked the old man. a 

“Do you remember lending some money _ 
on a new gold watch last Monday ?” 
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“Was the watch stolen?” asked the pawn- 
_ broker, with a shade of anxiety. 
“You will have no difficulty about it. E 
will be redeemed.” 
“How much did I lend on it?” 
“Ten dollars.” 
“Yes, I remember.” 
“Can you remember who brought it m ?” 
“No, except. that it was a boy about your 
size.” 
“Did he look like me?” 
“T can’t remember. You see, I have se 
many customers.” 
“T remember,” said the old lady, speaking 
up. ‘“‘ He was about your size.” 
“Tt was not 1?” 
~ “No; he was thinner than you, and he was 
dark complexioned.” 
A light began to dawn upon Andy. This 
description fitted John Crandall. 
“Do you remember what kind of an over- 
coat he wore?” 
“Tt was a light overcoat.” 
“Thank you. Will you please remember 
this if you are asked ?” 
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“Did the young gentleman own the watch?” 

“He was employed by another party, but I 
amanot tell you any more at present. The 
watch will probably be redeemed by a man 
afeout thirty-five. Don’t mention to him that 
aamgoue has asked you questions about it.” 

“All right. I shall be glad to oblige you. 
‘Wou are sure it was not stolen?” 

“The man who sent the boy was not dis- 
immest. You will have no trouble.” 

. “It was a new watch, and I thought it 
maght be stolen. We poor pawnbrokers 
Niwe a hard time. If we take stolen prop- 
asiy we get into trouble, but how can we tell 
@ the rings and watches they bring in are 
stplien 7” 

“Very true. I can see that you must some- 
times be puzzled. Do those who pawn arti- 
aes generally give their own names?” 

“Very seldom. They almost always give 
wang names. That sometimes leads to 
Stumble. I remember a gentleman who mis- 
ted his ticket, and he could not remember 
what name he gave. If he had we might 


‘tmwe overlooked the loss of the pawn ticket. 
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He was in no hurry. .It would do when Me. ~ 
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__As it was, we did not know but he might Sam: 
_ fraud, though I think it was all right, and due 
watch he pawned was his own.” 


“Thank you for answering my questiess. 


I am sorry to have troubled you,” said Andy, 
politely. a 
“Oh, it is no matter,” rejoined the @@ — 


man, who felt very favorably impressed &y 
Andy’s good looks, and frank, open mannez. 
As Andy went out of the shop he expe 


5 enced a feeling of relief. He saw that te 


would be able to prove his innocence througt 
the testimony of the pawnbroker and his wife. 


Flint returned. He did not want the friemdity 
jeweler to think that he had been dishonest. 

It was clear that he was the victim of 
conspiracy, and that the plot had been am 
gineered by Simon Rich and carried out dy 


his nephew. 


As Andy’s board was paid by Walter Gallp, 
he would not be distressed by want of em- 
ployment, but would be able to remain an 
New York. He might obtain another peat 


tion, though he foresaw that it would be age 
12 


\ 


ie ‘Tess to eats to Simon Rich for a letter of of 
es. ‘recommendation. 

He had not gone more than a hundred Ske 
- when he met a boy whom he knew, named — iZ 
James Callahan. ae BE 


> 


_ “ How do you happen to be here, Andy?” 
he asked. “Are you on an errand forthe 
eo eon?” ee 
“T have left them.” Bem 
“ Why is that?” ee 
_ “They—or rather the clerk—charged me a 
- with stealing a gold watch and pawning it.” _ Be 
_ “Where?” asked the boy, in some excite- Cae 
ment. 
_ Andy pointed out the pawnbroker’s shop 2) 
from which he had just come. >: 
_ “T saw John Crandall coming out of there a ag 


esterday.” . ga 
oe“ You did?” . eg. 
ay 66 } ber 
é Se 7 Yes.” te ‘ 


os “T am not surprised. The pawnbroker 
described to me the boy who pawned the 
; a “watch, and I recognized John from the de- 
aS scription.” 
aS “What does it all mean?” 


is oe _8 
ay 
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“Mr. Flint has gone out West, and Mr. 
Rich and John have conspired to get me into 
trouble.” 

“When were you discharged?” 

“Less than an hour since.” 

“Who has taken your place?” 

“ John Crandall.” 

James Callahan whistled. 

“T see,” he said. ‘It was thundering 


mean. What are you going to do about it?” 


“Wait till Mr. Flint comes home. Give 
me your address. I may want to call you as 
a witness.” 

Callahan gave his number on Ninth Ave- 
nue. 

“T will note it down.” 

- “How are you going to get along while you 
are without a place?” asked James, with 
friendly solicitude. 

“T have a friend who will pay my board.” 

“Good! Iam glad to hear it.” 

“Now,” thought Andy, “I have a chain © 
of proof that will clear me with Mr. Flint. 


That is what I care most about.” 
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CHAPTER XX. 
AN INVITATION TO DINNER. 


NDY reached his boarding-house at four 
o'clock. é 

“What brings you home so early, Mr. 
Grant?” asked Warren, whose door was open. 
“Ts business poor ?” 

“Tt is with me,” answered Andy; “I am 
discharged.” 

“You don’t tell me so! How did it hap- 
pen ?” 

“My employer is out West, and the head 
salesman has discharged me and engaged his 
nephew in my place.” 

“It’s ashame. What shall you do about 
it?” 

“ Wait till Mr. Flint gets home.” 

“T hope you won’t leave us.” 

“No, I think not.” 

“Of course you will miss your salary. I 
wish I could lend you some money, but I 


large Sick. s : 
“Thank you, Mr. Warren. [shall be an 
to get along for the present. A 
~ Soon Sam Perkins arrived, with a new and 
- gorgeous necktie. = 
“Glad to see you, Andy,” he AG ss Won’ t 
3 you go with me to the Star Theatre this even= 
ing! 9»? ee 
— €T can’t, Sam; I have no money to aa 
_ “T thought you got a good salary ?” : 
“ Just at present I have none at all. I 
have been discharged.” ee 
- “T am sorry for that. I wish there wasa — 
vacancy in our place; I should like to get you © 
in there.” , 
“Thank you. That is quite friendly.” 
Andy was about to go down to supper 
when Eva, the servant, came upstairs. 
_ “There’s a messenger-boy downstairs wants 
to see you, Mr. Grant,” she said. 
In some surprise Andy went downstairs to 
see the messenger. He was a short boy of — 


by 


said. 
Here’s a dime.” “A 
satisfaction, for his weekly income was small. er 


paper was a monogram formed of the letters 
Hand M. 


at seven o’clock. I should have given you earlier 
~ notice, but supposed you would not be back from — sa 


Roy, who is a year or two younger than youn al 


— to see you. Yours, sincerely, 


_ fashionable society! Couldn’t you take me 
_ along, too?” . Be 


“T CEuer a father ay pies Grant,” } 8 


“Give it to me; I am “A didaoad Grant, 


“Thank you,” said the boy in a tone ey 
Andy opened the letter. It was written on — 


fashionable note paper. At the top of the — 


_ Here is the letter: a ; 


an 


«My Dear Mr. Granr— ss 


_“T shall be glad to have you take dinner with eg : 


the store till six o’clock. You will meet my son ~ 
and my brother, John Crawford. Both will be glad 


“ HenrieTra Mason.” 


_ “What is it, Andy?” asked Sam. oe 
“You can read the note.” a 
“By George, Andy, you are care into . 
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“T am afraid I am not well enough ac- 
- quainted to take such a liberty.” 
“Pil tell you what Tll do for you. Til 
_ lend you my best necktie.” 

Sam produced a gorgeous red tie, which he 
held up admiringly. 7 

“Thank you, Sam,” said Andy, “but IT 
think that won’t suit me as well as you.” 

“ What are you going to wear?” 

_ Andy took from the bureau drawer a plain 

black tie. 

“That!” exclaimed Sam, disgusted. “That 
is awfully plain.” 

“Tt suits my taste.” 

“Excuse me, Andy, but I don’t think 
you've got any taste.” 

Andy laughed good-naturedly. 

“Certainly my taste differs from yours,” he 
said. 

“T suppose you'll have a fine setout. Id 
like to go to a fashionable dinner myself.” 

“T’l] tell you all about it when I get back.” 

“ Just mention that you’ve got a friend—a 
stylish young man whom they’d like to meet. 


. - That may bring me an invitation next time.” 
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Andy laughed. 

“So far as I am concerned, Sam,” he said, 
“T wish you were going. But you have an 
engagement at the Star Theatre.” 

“So Ihave. I almost forgot.” 

Andy had very little time for preparation, 
but made what haste he could, and just as the 
public clocks struck seven he rang the bell of 
Mrs. Mason’s house. 

“T am glad you received my invitation in 
time,” said the lady. 

“So am I,” returned Andy; “nothing could 
have been more welcome.” 

Just then Roy and her brother, Mr. Craw- 
ford, entered. | 

Roy was a very pleasant-looking boy with 
dark-brown hair and a dark complexion. 
He was perhaps two inches shorter than 
Andy. 

“This is Roy,” said Mrs. Mason. 

“Tam glad to see you,” said Roy, offering 
his hand. 

Andy felt that he should like his new boy 
friend. 

Next he was introduced to Mr. Crawford, a 


much like his sister. | 
“T have heard my sister speak of you so 


- said, affably. 
“Thank you, sir.” 

“ John, lead the way to the dining-room,” 
_ gaid his sister. = 
So they filed downstairs, and took their 
Eats at the table. : 
= Mr. Crawford sat at the heal opposite his 
= sister, while Roy and Andy occupied the 
__-gides. - i 

When dinner was nearly over, Mr. Craw- 
ford remarked, 
“T believe, Andy, you are in the employ 
of Mr. Flint, the jeweler.” 
“JT was,” answered Andy. 
= “Surely you have not left him?” exclaimed 
~ Mrs. Mason. — 
‘No, I have been discharged.” 
“JT am surprised to hear it. I thought you 
were a favorite with Mr. Flint.” 
“So Iwas. He does not know I have been 
_ discharged.” 


tout gentleman of perhaps forty, looking very ae ae 


often that I am glad to meet you, Andy,” he — nd 
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“You fpusdlc me.” con ; 
_ Mr, Flint is in Colorado, and Mr. Rich, 
his head salesman, has taken the opportunity — 
to cetera me, and put his nephew in my oi 
place.” ae 
“ But surely he would not venture to do 
this without some pretext.” aa 

“He claims that I took a watch from the a 
ease, and pawned it.” 

“Of course that is untrue.” 

“Yes, and I am in pate aes to prove ite 
when Mr. Flint returns.” 2. 
Andy told the story of his visit to the pawn 
shop, and the discovery he made there. 

“This is a shameful plot!” said Mrs. Mason, i 
indignantly. “Lam sss you are in trouble, - 
hin of your income.’ 

“Fortunately I have no board to pay. That 
‘is paid by the gentleman who procured me 


the situation.” vas 


me 
. 


Presently they went upstairs. | a ; 
ey. “Roy,” said his mother, “we will excuse — 
BS you for an hour while veer are getting your 


Latin lesson.” SR 
ae “JT don’t like Latin, mothe grumbled ‘ 


e 
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Roy, “at least not to-night. I am afraid I 


can’t fix my thoughts on the lesson. I want 
to be with Andy.” 

“What are you studying in Latin, Roy?” _ 
asked Andy. 

“Cesar.” 

“Tf ‘you wish, I will help you.” 

“Can you?” asked Roy, joyfully. 
“T have been through Cesar, and Virgil 


also. When I left the academy I was study- 


ing Cicero.” 

“Roy will be glad of your help, Andy,” 
said his mother. ‘I did not know you were 
such a scholar.” 

“JT was getting ready for college, but my 


‘father’s losses required me to break off.” 


Andy proved such an efficient helper that 
Roy found himself ‘at leisure m half an hour. 
In the meantime Mrs. Mason asked her 


‘brother, 


“What do-you think of my protégé ?” 

“He seems a manly and’attractive boy.” 

“Can’t you find something for him to do?” 

“T will talk with him presently, and then 
decide.” 


CHAPTER XXI. 
NEW PROSPECTS. 


FTER Roy, with Andy’s assistance, had 
prepared his lesson in Cesar, John Se 
Crawford began to converse with him, with a— 
view of forming a judgment of his business _ 
- qualifications. % 
“ Are you especially ineercsieda in the jew : 
elry line?” he asked. 3 
“No, sir. It was merely a chance that led 3 
me to Mr. Flint’s store.” : 
“T see you are a Latin scholar. What * 
career did you expect to follow if your father’s 
misfortune had not interrupted your educa- is: 
y- tion ?” 
ae “T don’t think I should care for a prile os 
sion. I prefer a life of business.” — 3 
b: “You have had no special business i 
pa view ?” a 
: “No, sir.. I think I could adapt ape C 
any that I had an opportunity to follow.” _ 


Re 
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“What pay did you receive from Mr. 
Flint?” 

“ Five dollars a week.” 

“Twill tell you why I am inquiring. Tam 
in the real estate business, in rather a’ large 
: Sway. I have a boy in the office who is not 
suited to his position. He is a good scholar, 
but has no head for business. I have made 
up my mind to discharge him on Saturday. 
Would you like his place ?” 

“Very much, sir.” 

“T can only offer you five dollars a week, 
but as soon as you make yourself worth more 
I will raise you.” 

“That is quite satisfactory, Mr. Crawford. 
As soon as Mr. Flint returns I can get a 
recommendation from him. I am quite sure 
I shall like your business better.” 

“ My sister’s recommendation is sufficient.” 


“Thank you, John,” said Mrs. Mason. 


es “Tf you become interested in the business 
and show an aptitude for it there will be a 
chance to rise. It depends upon that. If 
you only work for the money, you won't 
== -rise.” 
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“T understand, Mr. Crawford, and L am a cs. 
satisfied.” 
“Mother,” said Roy, “I wish you er a 
engage Andy to come here evenings and help 
me with my lessons. I should learn twice as: 
fast. Besides, I should like his company.” 
Roy. was an only child, and it was the de- 


sire of his mother’s heart that he should ac 


ample ae her disposition generous. 


quire a good education. Her means were 


“T don’t know but Andy would feel too a 
tired, after being in your uncle’s office all 
day, to teach you in the evening,” she said: 

“ Would you, Andy ?” asked Roy. 

“No; I should enjoy reviewing my old 
studies with you.” 

“Then, I will engage you,” said Mrs, 
Mason. “ You can come here at eight every 
evening.” 

“‘T will do so: with: pleasure.” 

“ And for Scena I will pay you as. 
much as my brother does.” 

“T wouldn’t charge anything for helping 
Roy,” said Andy. “It would: only be a 


pleasure to me.” . Bei 
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“Andrew,” said Mr. Crawford, “I am 
afraid you will never make a business man if 
you are willing to work on those terms. My 


‘advice to you is to accept my sister’s offer. 


She can afford to pay you what she offers, and 
‘you have your living to make.” 

“T shall insist upon paying,” said Mrs. 
Mason, “though I appreciate Andy’s gener- 
‘ous offer.” 

‘“Thank you very much. With such an 
income I shall feel rich.” 

“Tam so glad you are going to help me, 


Andy,” said Roy. “We'll have bully times.” 


“T don’t think Julius Cesar ever made use 
of such an expression, Roy,” said his uncle. 

“When do you wish me to come down to 
‘business, Mr. Crawford ?” asked Andy. 

“You may as well come to-morrow, and get 
broken in before your regular engagement 


commences.” 


“T shall be glad ‘to do so.” 

“ For'this week you need only stay till three 
o’clock in the afternoon. ‘There isn’t:much 
doing after that.” 

When Andy went home it will not be won- 


igre at if raise was ina Site of ‘eplilapelte Olt zs 
- His discharge from the jeweler’s had turned ; 
out to his advantage. His income was now 
ten dollars a week, and he had no board to 
pay. He certainly ought to lay up money. 
He said to himself that now he would ni 
go back to Mr. Flint’s even if he had iam 
chance. a 

When he entered his room he found Sam 


vat 


i, 


a i 


Perkins waiting for him. 
x _ “TI have been thinking, Andy,” he said, 
a “that I might be able to get you into our 
a ~ store. i will speak to Mr. Chambers to- a 
ras -nOITOW.. .> 
oh “ There is no occasion, Sam, though I thank — > 
|, you for your kind offer; Ihave a place.” 
bi ~ = —.** What,. already ?” ejaculated - Sam, ee : 
b 5 amazement. ‘‘ What chance have you had to 
hunt up a place?” 
-_-“ The place hunted me up,” answered Andy, ne 
a ae with a smile. “I meta gentleman at dintera 
__who offered to take me into his employment.” 


“What business ?” 
“ Real estate.” 
“What is the firm ?” 
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“ John Crawford & Co.” 

“T know of the house. The office is on 

lower Broadway. It is a big firm.” 

“Tam glad of that.” 

“How much are you to get?” 

“Five dollars a week.” 

. “Won’t you find it very hard to live on 
that.” 

“T have got another place, too.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

“‘f{ am to help a boy with his Latin in the 
evening. I shall get five dollars a week for 
that, too.” 

“ What! ten dollars a week in all?” - 

“You are right. I give you credit for 
your mathematical talent.” 

' “Why, Andy, you are born to good luck! 
I wish Z was paid ten dollars a week,” said 
‘Sam, rather enviously. “ But I didn’t know 
-_- you understood Latin.” 
You don’t know how learned is am, 
Andy, smiling. 
“When will you get time for your pupil ?” 
“In the evening.” 


“Tam sorry for that. I sha’n’t often meet 
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you if you are to be occupied day and even- 
ing too.” ) 

“We shall meet at breakfast and supper. 
I sha’n’t leave here till half-past seven.” 

“But you can’t go to the theatre.” 

“T am willing to give that up for five 
dollars a week.” 

“So would I be.” 

“Tf I hear of any other boy who needs a 
Latin tutor I will recommend you.” 

The next morning Andy reported at Mr. 
Crawford’s office. The office he found to be 
a large one, consisting of three rooms, one of: 
them small, and appropriated to Mr; Craw- 
ford’s special use. 

In the outer rooms were two or three clerks: 
and. a boy. The last, James: Grey; was a 
good-natured-looking fellow, but he had no: 
force or efficiency.. He had already: received’ 
notice that he was to be discharged’ on the: 
coming Saturday. 

“T suppose you are coming in: my place,” 
said he to Andy, 

“T suppose so. I am sorry that’ TP shall be 
throwing you out of a position.” 
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“Oh, you needn’t mind. I am to be tele- 
phone boy at an uptown hotel. My cousin 
got. the place for me.’ 

“T am glad of that.” 

“Tt will be a. soft snap, I think.” 

“What are the hours?” 

“I go on. at. five o’clock in the afternoon, 
and stay till midnight.” 

“Will you like that ?” 

“Oh, well, I can lie abed the next, morn- 
ing till ten or eleven o’clock, and I won’t 
have much to do when Iam on duty. I shall 
buy. alot of dime novels, and that will fill up 
the time.”’ 

“How do you like the real estate business ?” 

“Oh, so-so. I guess [ll like being a tele- 
phone boy better.” 

“ Andrew, you may go round with James, 


- and he will give you a little idea of your 


duties,” said Mr. Crawford. “James, you 
can go to the post-office now.” 
“ All right, sir.” 
“T hope you will soon get another place.” 
‘“‘T have got one already, sir.” 
“Indeed! Iam very glad.” 
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“T am to be a telephone boy.” 

“JT wish you success.” 

As they walked to the post-office together, 
James remarked, 

“Mr. Crawford is a nice man, but I guess 
I don’t hustle enough for him.” 

“T think I can hustle,” said Andy. 

“Then you'll suit him.” 

On Saturday night, when James was paid 
his salary, he received five dollars extra as a * 
present. Andy thought this very kind and 
considerate on the part of his new employer. 
To his surprise he, too, was paid half a week’s 
salary—something he did not expect. 


CHAPTER XXII. 


JOHN CRANDALL SEEKS TO INJURE ANDY. 


HOUGH Simon Rich had succeeded in 
reinstating his nephew in the store in. 


place of Andy, he was not altogether happy. 
John Crandall was naturally lazy and ineffi- 
cient, and his temporary discharge did not 
seem to have improved him. 

When sent out on errands he loitered, and 


had more than once put his uncle to consider- 


able inconvenience. He was obliged to admit 
to himself that Andy had been more satisfac- 
tory. : 
In the midst of this experience John pre- 
ferred a request to have his salary raised a 


dollar a week. 


“You know very well that I have no 
authority to raise your wages,” said his uncle, 


_ sharply. 


“Why not, UncleSimon? You have taken 
me back on your own authority.” 
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great mistake.” , 
“ Perhaps you'd like to have the country : 
boy back again?” - 


“Tam not sure but I would. He did not 


stay away so long on errands as you do.” 


“T-wonder what he is doing?” said John, 
‘starting off on a new tack. “I don’t suppose 


he can get a new place.” 
“Tf you see him, you might ask him to 
call,” said Simon Rich. 
“Why ?” asked John, suspiciously. 
“T may discharge you and take him back.” 
“Tn that case, I will tell Mr. Flint about — 


pawning the watch.” 


Simon Rich looked at his nephew with 


anger, mingled with dismay. He began to 
see, now, that to a certain extent he had put 
himself in John’s power. Rs 
“You treacherous young rascal, I havea _ 


great mind to wring your neck!” he said, _ 
wrathfully. 
“Uncle Simon,” observed John, sient 4 
cantly, “I guess you’d better not act hastily.” 
“What a fool Iwas to put'myself in ‘the 
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_ power of that cub!” soliloquized the head 
salesman. 
_ John saw the effect of his words and de- 
~ eided to follow them up. 
“Don’t you think you can raise my wages?” 
he asked. aie 
> “No; I don’t: You will:be lucky if you - 
stay here till Mr. Flint comes back. After 
that, I can’t protect: you. He will probably — 
be angry to see you back here. I shall have 
to tell him that I took you in temporarily. 
Now I will give you some advice. If you 
want to remain here permanently turn over a 
new leaf, and work faithfully. In that case I 
ean speak well of you, and Mr. Flint may be 
induced to retain you.” 
John began to think that this might be 
good advice, and for a day or two paid more | 
attention to his duties. 
“T wonder I don’t see Andy somewhere,” 

he said to himself. “I am out a-good deal, 
and I ought to meet'him. He is probably 
hunting up positions.” 

Tt was not till Tuesday afternoon that he 

did see him. Andy had been sent to the St. 
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Denis Hotel to meet a customer of the firm, 
As he came out he fell in with John. 

John was the first to see him. 

“Halloo, Andy! he exclaimed. ‘“ How are 
you getting along?” 

“Pretty well, thank you.” 

“T suppose you haven’t struck a job yet?” 

“Oh, yes, I have.” 

“You have!” ejaculated John, in surprise. 
“ What kind of a job?” 

“T am in a real estate office down town.” 

“ Did they take you without a recommenda- 
tion ?” 

NOs: 

“My uncle wouldn’t give you one.” 

*“T wouldn’t ask him for one.” 

“Who did recommend you, then ?” 

“Mrs. Mason, of West Fifty-Sixth Street.” 

“JT know. She is one of our customers.” 

mAeY Gat, 

“Probably she hasn’t heard of your being 
suspected of -pawning a watch from our stock.” 

“You might tell her.” 

“Perhaps I shall,’ John aie to himself. 
“What pay do you get?” 


e , get another place.” 
Fe ponens you would have to go back to 
the country.” i 
“Tam better off than sitter I was in the 
jewelry store,” said Andy. “ re you” 
etting along?” S Sag : 4 
“Oh, first-class.” 

_ “T hope you will be able to keep the place.” 
“JT didn’t know but you might be wanting 
_ to come back.” oe, 
“JT wouldn’t go back if I had the chance.” ae 
a John was pleased to hear this. He was — 
afraid that Mr. Flint might not be satisfied - 
with his uncle’s explanation, and that some-_ 
hh w the truth might come out. _ 

“You must excuse me now,” said Andy. 
«tT ought to go back to the office at once.” 
John returned to the jeweler’s full of excite- 


eg Whom do you think I met just now, 
Incle Simon ?” he asked. 


« Andy on 
6“ Yes. 9 
“Did you speak with him ? 3 
ees, 
~ “T suppose he is hunting for a place.” 
“No; he has one.” 
“Where is he working?” 
“Tn a real estate office down town. He i 18 
getting five dollars a week.” 
“T didn’t think he could get a place with ee: 
out a recommendation.” | 
“He was recommended by one of our cus- gt: 
tomers—Mrs. Mason.” a 
“Tsee. Well, that is lucky for him.” : 
Simon Rich spoke indifferently. He was 
rather glad that Andy had found a place, as — aS 
‘Mr. Flint would be less likely to find fau! t 
with his dismissal. “a 
Not so John. He had never forgiven Andy 
for superseding him, and he felt aggrieved that 
he had ‘so’soon found employment. Thinking — 
it over, there came to him a mean’ suggestion. - 
_ He might be able to get Andy discharged from 
his present place. 3 
As his uncle seemed indifferent, ‘and igh 
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not approve of his contemplated action, he de- 


- cided to say nothing about it. 
That evening, after supper, he made his way 


-up to West Fifty-Sixth Street, and sought out - 


the residence of Mrs. Mason. 

He rang the bell. 

“Can I see Mrs. Mason ?” he asked. 

“ What name shall I mention ?” 

“Say it is a boy from Mr. Flint’s.” 

Mrs. Mason received the message in some 
surprise. What coulda boy from Flint’s have 
to say to her? 

Hewever, she entered the parlor, where 
John Crandall was waiting to see her. 

“ You are from Mr. Flint’s?” she said. 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“What business can you have with me? I 
have bought no jewelry lately.” 

-“T know it, Mrs. Mason. It isn’t about 
jewelry I wished to speak.”’ 

“ What, then ?” 

“T met, to-day, a boy who was lately em- 
ployed by our firm—his name is Andrew 
~ Grant.” 

“Well 2?” 
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‘ He said you had ee him toa 
real estate firm down town.” 
“T did so.” ee 
“Perhaps you didn’t know that he had peas a 
discharged from our place for dishonesty.” 
- “T begin to understand,” thought Mrs. — 
Mason, and she sat down and examined J ohn = 
curiously. . 
“Did he steal aby Goes i ae 
“Yes, ma’am,” answered John, glibly. a 
“He took a watch—a gold watch—out of the 
case and pawned it.” 
“That was bad. And you have come up to — 
tell me of it? You are very considerate. a 
Did Mr. Rich send you, or do you come a x 
your own accord ?” “2 
“T came of my own accord. I thought a 
you were deceived in the boy.” Ee 
“What do you think I ought to do?” i 
weg “ I thought you would take back the recom-_ x : 
-__ mendation and get the boy discharged.” = 
Can you wait here half an hour while I 
consider what is best to be done ?” Sec 
a “Oh, yes, ma’am.” (“I guess I’ve put a ag 
spoke in his ec ” thought John.) 
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In about half an hour the door opened, and 
to John’s amazement Andy walked in. 

“You here!” he gasped. 

“Yes; I hear you have been warning Mrs. 
Mason against me.” 

“T thought she ought to know that you 
were sent away from our store in disgrace.” 

“T have something to say to you,” said 
Andy, quietly. “Ihave been to the pawn- 
broker’s, and got a description ee the boy who 
pawned the watch !” 

John turned pale. 

“T see you understand,” Andy went on, 
“who did it. So do I, and so does Mrs, 
Mason. You won’t make anything by your 
attempt to injure me. Good-evening!” 

John Crandall left the house without a 
word. He began to be alarmed. 

“Suppose Andy tells Flint,” he solilo- 
quized. “No matter; he can’t prove it.” 

But he felt uneasy, nevertheless. He did 
not say anything to his uncle about his visit. 


CHAPTER: XXIIL 
Be : MR. FLINT’S RETURN. Pr 


‘R. CRAWFORD was something more _ 
| than an ordinary real estate dealer. — 
--He was thorough and painstaking in What- Ag 
ever he undertook. of 
e In his private office he had a library of Pole E 
umes relating to architecture, practical build- — 
ing, real estate law, ete. This Andy discov- 
ered, and he asked his oniphay er if he might 
borrow books therefrom. 


ee Mr. Crawford seemed pleased, but he: asked, 

a “Do you think you will feel any a : 
a in such dry volumes ?” a 
“JT shall not read for interest, but for i im-_ ce 


___- provement,” answered Andy. “If I am to — 
follow up this business I want to find out all 4 
Lean about it.” 

: “You are an unusually sensible boy,” sai 
Mr. Crawford. “I am sure you will suc 
ceed.” e 
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ag *“T mean to, if it is possible.” | 
From this time John Crawford felt an 
b _ added interest in Andy, and took pains te 
_. push him forward, and gave him practical in- 
formation about real estate. ae 
- “How do you like Andy, John?” asked 
‘Mrs. Mason, not long afterwards. ~ oe 
E “Ste is a treasure. He does credit to your 
recommendation.” | 
“T am very much pleased to hear you say 
so. I consider him a remarkable boy. Roy 
gets much higher marks at school since Andy 
began to help him in his lessons.” 
One day Andy was sent up to the Grand 
Central Depot on an errand. He arrived just 
as a train came in from the West. What was 
____ his surprise to see Mr. Flint getting out of a 
parlor car. 
| “Mr. Flint!” he cried, joyfully. 
“Andy!” exclaimed the jeweler. “It 
seems pleasant to see a home face. But how 
do you happen to be up here at this time? 
Did Mr. Rich send you ?” 
“Then you have not heard 
Andy. 
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“ Heard what?” 

“That I have been discharged from yout 
store.” 

“‘When did this happen?” asked the jew- 
eler, abruptly. 

“ About two weeks ago.” 

“Rich never wrote me about it. Whois in 
your place?” 

“ John Crandall.” 

“His nephew? The boy I discharged ?” 

= Ves, sire? 

Mr. Flint’s face assumed a stern look. 

“This will have to be explained,” he said. 
“What was the pretext for discharging 
you?” 

“Dishonesty. He charged me with steal- 
ing a gold watch and pawning it.” 

“ Ridiculous !” 

“Then you don’t believe me guilty ?” 

“Certainly not.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Flint.” 

“Tell me the circumstances.” 

“ Please excuse me now, Mr. Flint. I am 
in a real estate office, and am on an errand, 
If you like, I will call at your house and ex- 
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plain. In the meantime I will let Mr. Rich 
give you his version.” 

“Call this evening, Andy.” 

“Tt will have to be between seven and half. 
past seven, as I have a pupil in the evening.” 

“Come to supper at my house, as soon after 
81x as possible.” 

“ Very well, sir.” 

Mr. Flint had telegraphed to Simon Rich 
of his coming, but through some mistake the 
telegram did not reach him, so that he was 
quite taken by surprise when his employer 
entered the store. 

““T had no idea you were anywhere near 
New York, Mr. Flint,” he said. 

“Didn’t you get my telegram from Buffalo, 
Mr. Rich?” 

‘No, sir. I hope you are well.” 

Just then John Crandall came in from an 
errand. 

“You here!” said the jeweler. “ Where is 
Andy Grant?” 

“T was obliged to discharge him,” replied 
Rich, nervously. 

“Why?” 
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a : HY ery much to my surprise I discovered : 
>< that ite had stolen a gold watch from hems a 
case.” : 

__ “ What evidence had you of it ?” 
i ‘«I. found the pawn ticket in his pocket - 
ee; He pawned it on Third Avenue.” : 4 

“This surprises me very much,” said the 
. jeweler, quietly. “Andrew did not strike 
me as being a dishonest boy.” 
“Twas amazed, sir. I could hardly bens 4 


lieve my eyes.” BS. 


i “ 

“ What led you to search for the ticket?” ‘e 
“TJ knew that the watch must have been — 
_ taken either by him or John, who came me +B 


the shop occasionally, and, <a ES 


searched both.” a 
“And you found the ticket in Andrew's : 
=F, oy. ay aa 

“© Veg, sir.’ B. 


” “What did he say ? 2? Did he admit. the 
theft?” 
. “No; he brazened it out, but of course: the 
evidence was overwhelming.” 
So you discharged him ?” a EB 


a a 


ae Yes; ; I did not dare to have him remain.’ ” 
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“And you engaged your nephew in his 
place ?” 

“Yes, sir. John happened to be here, and 
knew something of the duties, so I engaged 
him temporarily, subject, of course, to your 
approval.” : 

_“ Where is Andrew now? Have you seen. 
him since?” 

“John saw him one day. Where was it, 
John. 2)... 

“On Broadway, near the St. Denis Hotel. 
He said he had a place.” 

“Where ?” 

“Tn a real estate office.” 

“IT suppose you gave him no recommenda- 
tion, Mr. Rich?’’ 

“ No, sir; I couldn’t do it conscientiously. 
Of course, now that you have returned, if you 
are dissatisfied with John’s being here, we can 
advertise for another boy.” 

“TJ will take a day to consider it. I shall 
only stay here half an hour and then go up 


~ to the house.” 


When Mr. Flint left the house Simon Rich 
 gaid, 
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“The old man took Andy’s discharge more 
quietly than I anticipated.” 

“Do you think he will let me stay, Uncle 
Simon ?” 

“T can’t tell, yet. One thing I must tell 
you—you won't stay long unless you turn 
over a new leaf and attend to your duties.” 

“Tl do that, never fear! What I am 
afraid of is, that Andy will come around and 
tell a lot of lies.” 

“J don’t think it will work. You see, the 
pawn ticket was found in his pocket. He 
can’t get over that very well.” 

John knew more than his uncle of the 
nature of Andy’s defense, and he could not 
help feeling apprehensive. 

Soon after six o’clock Andy made his ap- 
pearance at Mr. Flint’s house, where he was 
cordially received. 

“JT have heard the story of Mr. Rich, 
Andy,” he said. ‘Now let me have your 
defense.” 7 

“JT can give it very briefly. The watch 
was pawned by John Crandall. Of course it 
was given him by Mr. Rich.” 
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_ “How did you find that out?” 

“YT went around to the pawnbroker’s, and 
obtained a description of the boy who pawned 
the watch. It tallied exactly with John’s 
appearance. That was not all. I met, the 
same day, a boy named Jimmy Callahan. 
He saw John coming out of the pawnbroker’s 
the day before the charge was made against 
me.” | 

“That is pretty conclusive. Can you 
explain how the ticket was put in your 
pocket?” 

“No, sir; that puzzles me.” 

“Tt could easily be done, no doubt. Now, 
do you want to return to my employ ?” 

“ No, sir, I think not. J am in a real es- 
tate office, and I think there is more chance 
for me to rise.” 

“ How did you obtain the position ?” 

“Through Mrs. Mason, of West Fifty- 
Sixth Street. She has been a very good 
friend to me. The gentleman who employs 
me is her brother.” 

“‘T shall be sorry to lose you, Andy, but I 
wish you to consult your own interest. Ast 


a John Crandall, I shall ikke ead at once. yas 
I will not permit him to profit by the con- 


ing?” 


_ Roy in his Latin lessons. For this lam paid 
a must say.” a 3 


~ Rich that he was acquainted with the manner _ 
Andy. Then he turned to the nephew. 
he said, “ gndee the direction of your uncle.” 


has told you this he has told a lie.” eal 


_ obliged to make a change.” 
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spiracy against you. Can you stay this even- , 


“No, sir. I am helping Mrs. Mason’s son 


five dollars per week.” 3 
“You eenin to be very well provided for, is = 


lea 


“Yes, sir, I have been fortunate.” 
The next day Mr. Flint notified Simon | 


in which evidence had been procured against 
“The watch was pawned by you, bee: < 
“No, sir,” said John. “If Andy Grant % 


“The matter is easily ee Come around. 
with me to the pawnbroker’s.’ ‘oe 
John stammered and finally confessed. 
“Of course I cannot retain your corvinaaay : 
after this. You, Mr. Rich, may remain til te 


the end of the month. I shall then | feel 
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Never were two conspirators more quickly 
punished. Simon Rich repented bitterly 
yielding to the temptation to injure Andy 
Grant. His malice had recoiled upon him- 
self. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 
ANDY MAKES AN INVESTMENT. 


NDY wrote to his friend Walter Gale, 
who, it will be remembered, was watch- 

ing in Pennsylvania by the bedside of his 
uncle, giving him an account of his change 
of business. He received the following reply: 


“JT felt indignant when I read your news of the 
conspiracy of Simon Rich, but was pleased that it 
led to your advantage. I am inclined to think that 
you will find your new business a better one than 
the jewelry trade. The latter, if you went in for 
yourself, would call for a large capital. In the real 
_estate business capital is not so much needed as good 
judgment and a large lot of acquaintances. I am 
not personally acquainted with Mr. Crawford, but 
know him by reputation as an energetic and honor- 
able business man. If you do not find your income 
adequate, all you have to do is to apply tome. I 
will send you fifty dollars or more at any time. 

“Now, as to the prospects of my return, they are 
remote. My uncle seems cheered by my presence, 
and his health has improved. He cannot live more _ 
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_ than a year or two at the best, but when I came here 
_ itseemed to be only a matter of months. I shall 
remain while I can do him good. 
“When Mr, Flint returns he will do you justice. 
You can afford to wait, as your income is larger than 
before. You suggest that I need not continue to pay 
your board. This, however, I intend to do, and will 
___ advise you to lay aside some money every week, and 
deposit in a savings bank. The habit of saving is 
excellent, and cannot be formed too early.” 


“YT am lucky to have such a friend,” re- 
flected Andy, as he finished reading this let- 
ter. “Iwill try to make myself worthy of 
such good fortune.”’ 

At the end of six months Andy had ae- 
quired a large practical acquaintance with the 
real estate business. He displayed a degree 
of judgment which surprised Mr. Crawford. 
eS “You seem more like a young man than a 
boy,” he said. “Iam not at all sure but I 
could leave my business in your hands if I 
wished to be absent.” 

This compliment pleased Andy. He had 
also been raised to seven dollars a week, and 
_ this he regarded as a practical compliment. 
One evening on his return from West 
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Fifty-8 Sixth Street he nti into the Fith ; 
Avenue Hotel, where he sat down to rest. pas 
the reading-room. . 


4 s Two men were sitting near him whose con- _ 
oe versation he could not help hearing. 

i | ‘“‘T own a considerable plot in Tacoma,” 
-— gaid one. “I bought it two years since, when — 
= I was on my way back from California. 4 x 
, 


should like to sell the plot if I could eet 
4 ax purchaser.” 

“Tf the Northern Pacific Railroad is ever 
-_ eompleted the land will be valuable,” replied 
the other. Z 
2 Prue, but will it ever be completed? ? That 
date will be very remote, I fancy.” a 
“3 ~“T don’t think so. I would buy the land 
es myself if I had the money, but just at pee 
TY have none to spare. How much did oul 
»., invest?” eae 
' . “ A‘thousand dollars.” 

as “ You might sell, perhaps, dhwrongh a 
ss estate agent ?” ae 
BS “The real estate agents here know ae 
little of Western property. I should — me 
know to whom to apply.” 3 
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Andy thought he saw a chance to procure 


‘business for his firm. 


“Gentlemen,” he said, “will you excuse 


_ my saying that I am in a real estate office, 


and think you can make some satisfactory 
arrangement with us?” 

At the same time he handed the owner of 
Tacoma property a card of the firm. 

“Crawford !” repeated his friend. “Yes, 
that is a reputable firm. You cannot do better 
than adopt the young man’s suggestion.” 
_ Andy Grant had written his name on the 
card. 

“You are rather young for a real estate 
agent, Mr. Grant,” remarked the lot owner. 

Andy smiled. 

“T am only a subordinate,” he said. 

“Has your principal ever dealt in Western 
property ?” asked Mr. Bristol. 

“Not to any extent, but I have heard him 
speak favorably of it.” 

“T will call at your office to-morrow fore- 
noon, then.” 

Andy apprised Mr. Crawford of the ap- 
poiptment made. 


220 se enkiers PLncE. ae 


_ to pay. Iam sure we shall make a good deal 
of money within a short time, and I want you © 


CS di vi a tect - 
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“T shall be pe to see your acquaintanc ec ‘s 
Andy,” said Mr. Crawford. “Ihave advices 
from a friend of mine in Washington that the 
railroad is sure to be completed in a short 
time. This land will be worth buying. Haverg ae 
you any money ?” 

“J have a hundred dollars in a savings 
bank,” answered Andy. “ 

“Then I will give youa quarter: interest di in im 4 
the purchase, and you can give me a note for me 
the balance which at present you are unable 


to reap some advantage, as it will have come — 
to me through you.” a 
“Thank you, sir. I shall be very glad to 
have a share in the investment.” : 
About eleven o’clock James Bristol, who 
proved to be a resident of Newark, New 
Jersey, presented himself at the office and was _ 
introduced by Andy to Mr. Crawford. a 4 
“ Andy has told me of your business,” said _ 
the real estate agent, “You have some pron 3 
erty in Tacoma.” - 
“Yes; I was persuaded to invest in some 


Do 5 ou think you can find me a customer pe 
What do you ask for it?” 


i id. 99 

“Ts it eligibly situated ?” 

“Tf the town ever amounts to anything, 
it will be in the business part.” . 
o “ How pany lots will it divide into? He 


“Yes. I will make out a check at once.” 
Mr. Bristol breathed a sigh of satisfaction. 
-“T don’t mind telling you,” he said, “that 

am very glad to realize on the investment. 
ae to meet a note fp five hundred dollars 


“A thousand dollars—the same price ¥ 


se Then ile transaction will be mutually _ a 
stisfactory,” rejoined Mr. Crawford. | 
~ “Well, Andy,” said his employer, when 


ae 


ary > My ae 
P Western land owners. I will draw up a note, % 
a which I will get you to sign, for a hundred — 
and fifty dollars, and you can assign to me “Y 
the money in the savings bank. Ishallex- 
es pect interest at the rate of six per cent. . - 
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“JT shall be very glad to pay it, sir.’ 
It was a satisfaction to Andy to think that | 
a he had made an inyestment which was ikly 
a ere many years to make him golden returns. — 
He began to read with interest the accounts — = 


of the growth and development of the West, 
ae and decided to be unusually economicalinthe 
future, so as to be able to pay up the note due 
to Mr. Crawford, that he might feel that he 
owned his Western property without incum- — 
*S brance. ‘4 
Mg While Andy, as a rule, dressed neatly, 

a 


there was one respect in which he did not win _ 
Sr the approval of his neighbor, Sam Perkins. — 7 
“T should think a boy with your income — | 
would be more particular about his re 
said Sam. 
a “What’s the matter with my neckties, — 
| Sam? ‘Are they not neat?” | 
“Yes; but they are plain, such as a Quaker . 
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might wear. Why don’t you get a showy tie, 
like mine?” 

Andy smiled as he noticed the gorgeous tie 
which his friend wore. 

“T don’t like to be showy,” he said. 

“You'll never attract the attention of the 


girls with such a plain tie as you wear. Now, 


when I walke] on Fifth Avenue last Sunday 
afternoon, as many as twenty girls looked ad- 


- miringly at my tie.” 


“That would make me feel very bashful, 
Sam.” : 

“Let me bring you one from the store like 
mine. You shall have it at the wholesale 
price.” 

“No; I think not. It wouldn’t be as be- 


coming to meas to you. I don’t want to be 


considered a dude.” 
“‘T don’t mind it. Next week I’m going to 


buy a pair of patent leathers. They will be 


really economical, as I shall not have to spend 
money on shines.” 

One Saturday afternoon, when Andy was 
walking through one of the quiet streets west 
of Bleecker, his attention was drawn to a small 
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boy, apparently about eleven years of age, 
who was quietly crying as he walked along 
the sidewalk. He had never seen the boy be- 
fore that he could remember, yet his face wore 
a familiar expression. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 
SQUIRE CARTER’ S RELATIVES. 


_NDY was kind-hearted, and the hog S- 
: evident sorrow appealed to him. He ~ 
ent forward and placed his hand on the © — 
y’s shoulder. . 
‘What is the matter ?” he asked. : 
“TJ went to the baker’s to buy some bread > 
_ for mother, and the oe tells me that the 
quarter is a bad one.” 
~ “Tet me look at it.” 2 
The coin had a dull appearance and a 
reasy feeling. It was unquestionably coun- 
erfeit. 
“Yes, it is bad,” said Andy. “Is your 
mother poor?” 
_ “Very poor,” answered the boy. “This 
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Andy had intended at arat eee to give 
the boy a good coin for the bad one, but — 
he saw that there was a call for something - 3 
more. +4 
“Do you live near here?” he asked. 
“Yes, sir; just across the street.” ras 
“T will go back with you to the baker’s, — 
and then I will go with you to see your — 
mother. Perhaps I can help her.” ie 
The boy put his hand confidingly in 
Andy’s, and the two went a little distance to 
the baker’s. 
“Now make your purchase,” said Andy. 
“Tf you have brought back that bad quar- 
ter I won’t take it,” announced the baker, __ 
sharply. S 
“T will pay you,” said Andy, quietly, == 
“Then it’s all right. The boy brought me 
avery bad quarter. I have to look sharp, a ; 
a good many bad coins are offered me.” oe 
Andy produced a genuine silver piece, and — 
the bread was handed to the boy, with the 4 
change. S 
The boy looked at it hesitatingly. = oe 
“Tt is yours,” he said to Andy. es 
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_ “No, I have changed quarters with you. 
_ I will keep the bad one.” 
Again he looked at the boy, and again the 


_ resemblance to some familiar face puzzled 


him. 
“What is your name?” he asked. 
“ Ben Carter.” 

Carter! That explained it. The boy looked 
like Conrad Carter, though he had a pleas- 
anter expression. 

“Have you an uncle Philemon?” he in- 
quired. 

“How did you know?” asked the boy in 
surprise. 

“‘ Because you look like Conrad Carter.” 

“ He is my cousin.” 

«And you are poor?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Your uncle is considered rich.” 

“T know he is, but he won’t do anything 
for mother.” 

Andy was now all the more desirous of see- 
ing the boy’s family. 

“T know your uncle,” he said. “ Do you 
think he knows you are so poor?” 
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“ Yes, for mother has written to him.” 

By this time they had reached the place 
which Ben called home. 

“Go upstairs and I will follow,” said Andy. 

They went up two flights, and the boy 
opened a door at the top of the landing. 

There was a woman not far from forty in 


the room. On her face was a look of settled 


sorrow. At her knee was a small boy five 
years of age. She looked at Andy inquir- 
ingly. 

“Mother,” said Ben, “here is the bread. I 
couldn’t have brought it, for the quarter was 
bad, if this boy had not given me another 
quarter.” 

“This young gentleman,” corrected the 
mother. 


“4 
“Me ek Fi ie" 


“No, Mrs. Carter; I am a boy, and I pre- © 


fer to be called so. I came up with Ben, for 
I find that he is related to Squire Carter of 
Arden, whom I know very well.” 

“ You know Philemon Carter ?” 

“Yes; he lives in Arden. That is my 
birthplace.” 

Mrs. Carter’s countenance fell. 


SQUIRE CARTER’S RELATIVES. 229 


Philemon Carter was my _ husband’s 
brother,” she Baud “but there is little friend- 
ship between us.’ 

“ He is reputed rich.” 

“And we are poor. I see you wonder at 
that. When my husband’s father died, Phile- 
mon was executor. It was understood that 
the estate was worth twenty-five thousand 
dollars. Yet of this amount my poor hus- 
band received but one thousand. I may be 
uncharitable, but I have always felt that 
Philemon cheated us out of our rightful 
share.” 

“‘T should not be surprised. I never liked 
Squire Carter. He always seemed to me to 
be a selfish man.” 

“He has certainly acted selfishly towards 
us.” 

Does he know of your poverty ?” 

“Yes. Only two weeks since, in a fit of 
Moa I wrote to dra for help. Here is his 
answer.’ 

She handed a letter to Andy. He instantly 
recognized the handwriting of the magnate of 
Arden. 


“Yes, a so, and let me ack what “you 
think of it.” sy | 
This was the letter: 


“ SopH1a— . 
“T have received your letter, and am surprised 
that you should expect me te help support you. | 
; You are my brother’s widow, it is true, but your — 
destitution is no fault of mine. My brother was — 
always shiftless and unpractical, and to such men _ 
good luck never comes. He might at any rate have — 
insured his life, and so made comfortable provision — 
for you. You cannot expect me to repair his negli- _ 
gence. Yousay you have two boys, one eleven ae! 
er. let age. He is certainly able to earn money by sell- 
ing papers or tending an office. ‘ : 
“Ag for myself, I am not a rich man, but have _ 
always been careful to meet my expenses and pro- 
vide for the future. I, too, have a son, were 
whom I think it my duty to educate and start in- 
life. Any money I might send you would be so 
much taken from him. I advise you to apply to me 
some charitable society if you need temporary as- Pt 
sistance. It will be much better than to write me 
begging letters, Yours, truly, —o 
«Per wasen CARTER.” 


: : 
“This is a very cold-blooded letter,” said — 


a) 
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Andy, indignantly. “He might at least have 
inclosed a five-dollar bill.” 

“He inclosed nothing. I shall never apply 
to him again.” 


“Philemon Carter is considered to be one 


of the richest men in Arden. He is taxed for 
twenty-five thousand dollars, and is probably 
worth double that sum. People wonder where 
he got all his money.” 

“A part of it is my husband’s rightful 
share of the estate, I have no doubt.” 

“Can you do nothing about it ?” 

“Wow can I? Iam poor and have no in- 
 fluential friends. He denies everything.” 

“‘T will think of that, Mrs. Carter. I know 
a lawyer down town who may some time look 
into the matter for you. In the meanwhile, 
is there any special work you can do?” 

‘Before I was married I was for a time a 
typewriter.” 

‘T will see if I can hear of a situation of 
that kind. The lawyer I spoke of may re- 
quire an operator.” 

“TI would thankfully accept such a posi- 
tion.” 
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“Does Ben earn anything ?” 

“He makes a little selling papers.” 

“He ought to be going to school at his 
age.” . 

“Tf I could get any work to do I would 
send him.” 

“Mrs. Carter, will you accept a little help 
from me?” 

Andy drew a five-dollar bill from his pock- 
etbook and tendered it to the widow. 

“But,” she said, ‘‘can you spare this? It 
is a large sum, and you are only a boy, prob- 
ably not earning much.” 

“T am a boy, but [am handsomely paid for 
my services. Besides, I have good friends to 
whom I can apply if I run short of money.” 

“Heaven bless you!” said Mrs. Carter, 
earnestly. ‘“ You cannot tell how much good 
this money will do me. This morning I was 
utterly discouraged. I felt that the Lord had 
forsaken me. But I was mistaken. He has 
raised up for me a good friend, who 2 

‘“‘ Hopes to be of a good deal more service 
to you. I must leave you now, but I shall 


bear you in mind, and hope soon to be the 
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bearer of good tidings. I will take down 
your address, and call upon you again soon. 
Will you allow me to offer you a sugges- 
tion ?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“Then send out and buy some meat. This 
dry bread is not sufficient for you. Don’t be 
afraid to spend the money I leave with you. 
I will see that you have more.” 

As Andy left Mrs. Carter’s humble home 
he felt more than ever the cold and selfish 
character of the man who, himself living 
luxuriously, suffered his brother’s family to 
want : 


a good deal for a boy to give.” 


CHAPTER. XXVI. 
MR. WARREN AND HIS SUCCESS. 


NDY told Mr. Crawford about the poor 
family he had visited, and what he he ad 

done to help them. 4 s 
“You must let me refund the money, 
Andy,” said his employer. “ sab ive dollars i Ls 


a 
x oe forget that I have a double inco a 

. Crawford. I would prefer that : 
ae. should come from me. If you 
willing to give another five ee it = 
appreciated.” | 
“Then I will make it ten. Will you tak 4 
charge of this bill and give it to Mrs. Carter?” _ 
“With the greatest pleasure, Mr. Crawford. - 
You have no idea what happiness It will givgs 
the family.” “e 
“T am glad you called my attention to 
their needs. I could do anything more t a 
mer them ; 
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“You can if you know anyone who was 
a typewriter.” 

“Ts the boy able to work a typewriter 2” 

“No, but the mother is. Before her mez 
riage she was in a lawyer’s office.” 

“That is a fortunate suggestion. I haves: 
college friend—a classmate at Columbia—Ma 
Gardner, who has just parted with his type- 
writer, who is about to be married.” 

“May I call at his office, and ask for the 
situation for Mrs. Carter?” 

““Yes; it is on Nassau Street.” 

Andy seized his hat and went over to tig: 
lawyer’s office. 

It was at 132 Nassau Street, in the Vande 
bilt Building. He went up in the elevasee: 
and found Mr. Gardner in. 

“T come from Mr. Crawford,” said Ané 
“He says you need a typewriter.” 

“ Are you a typewriter ?” 

“No; I ask for the position for a lady 
and he told the story. 

“You say she has had experience in« 
lawyer’s office.” 

“Ves. sir.” 


Si 


fis pupil, Andy called at the humble home of — 


ey ou 

“That willmake her more odode: Wher i Ba 
gan she call?” . 

“T will have her here to-morrow morning 
at any hour.” 

“Say ten o’clock—a little before, perhaps.” 

The lawyer was a pleasant-looking man a 
medium age, and Andy felt sure that he P 
would be a very ‘kind and considerate em- | 
ployer. 

After office hours, and before going ap to — 


Mrs. Carter. The widow’s face brightened as ie 
she saw him. 3 4 
“You are By good friend,” shesaid. “ ’ 
are welcome.” Ge 
“My employer, Mr. Crawford, sends you 
this,” and Andy displayed the bill. 

“Tt isa godsend. It will enable me to pay — 
my rent, iN = Saturday, and give me three _ . 
dollars over.’ ag 

“But that is not all. I have procured you 
a situation as typewriter in a lawyer’s office. © bss 
You will have to be on hand to-morrow a 
morning a little before ten. The office is Mr. 
@ardner’s, at 132 Nassau $reet.”’ a 


A. 
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“T can hardly believe in my good fortune 
I will be there.” 
“Can you leave the children?” , 
“Twill ask my neighbor, Mrs. Parker, te 
look after them. What a good young man 
you are!” she exclaimed, gratefully. 
“Not young man—boy,” corrected Andy; 
with a smile. 
& “Won’t you stay and take a cup of tea?” 
Es “Thank you, Mrs. Carter, but I have am 
~~ evening engagement. Oh, by the way, I for- 
 _ got to say that Mr. Gardner will pay you ten 
- dollars a week.” . 

“T shall feel rich. I shall no longer be 
worried. by thoughts of starvation.” 

“Some time you might consult Mr. Gard- 
ner about your brother’s withholding your 
share of the estate. He will be able to advise 
you.” 

Andy felt a warm glow in his heart at the 
thought of the happiness he had been instru- 
mental in bringing to the poor family. He 
_ had learned the great lesson that some never 
-___ earn, that there is nothing so satisfactory ae 
helping. others. We should have a muck 
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Metter world if that was generally under- 
#ood. 

The next day Andy received a letter from 
‘tis stanch friend, Valentine Burns. He read 
a eagerly, for it brought him some home 
gews, and in spite of his success he had not 
“érgotten Arden and his many friends there. 

This was the letter : 


*DearR ANDY— | 

“How long it seems since I saw you! You know 
hat you were my most intimate friend, and of 
e@purse I miss you very much. To be sure, there is 
@enrad, who seems willing to bestow his company 
agpon me, as my father happens to be pretty well off, 
Gut I look upon Conrad as a snob, and don’t care 
maach about him. When we met yesterday, he in- 
@aired after you. 

“*What’s your friend Andy Grant doing in the 
uty ?’ 

**¥le is in a real estate office,’ I replied. 

““Humph! how much does he get paid ?’ 

“© Bive dollars.’ 

“*That is probably more than he earns, but it 
iga’t much to live upon.’ 

“{¥ didn’t care to tell him that you had another 
mecome, but said, ‘Don’t you think you could live 
ae it?’ 

“*¥ couldn’t live on ten dollars a week,’ said 
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Conrad, loftily. ‘But then I haven’t been accus- 
tomed to live like Andy Grant.’ 

“Tt must be pleasant to you to know that Conraal 
feels so much interest in your welfare. 

“Sometimes I see your father. He looks care- 
worn. Isuppose he is thinking of the difficult pes — 
tion in which he is placed. I am sorry to say that 
last week he lost his best cow by some disease. @& 
heard that he valued it at fifty dollars. I hope thai 
you won’t let this worry you. The tide will turm 
some time. I saw your mother day before yester-. 
day. She is glad of your success, but of course she 
misses you. She always receives me very cordially, 
knowing that we are intimate friends. 

“T wish I could see you, Andy. You have mo 
idea how I miss you. I like quite a number of the 
boys, but none is so near to me as you were. 

“Well, Andy, I must close. Come to Arden soon, 
if you can. It will do us good to see you, andi 
think even Conrad will be glad, as it will give hima 
chance to pump you as to your position. 

“Your affectionate friend, 
“VALENTINE Burns.” 


“So father has lost his best cow—oid 


_ Whitey,” said Andy, thoughtfully. “If @ 


were not owing money to Mr. Crawford for 
the land in Tacoma I would buy him a new 
one, but some time I hope the land will be 
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valuable, and then I can make the loss good 
to father.” 

The reader has not, I hope, forgotter 
Andy’s fellow-lodger, S. Byron Warren. Mr. 
Warren was always writing something for the 
Century, the Atlantic, or some other leading 
magazine, but never had been cheered by an 
acceptance. The magazine editors seemed 
leagued against him. 

But one evening, when Andy returned 
from the office, he found Mr. Warren beam- 
mg with complacence. 

“You look happy to-night, Mr. Warren,” 
he said. 

“Yes,” answered the author; “look at 
that.” 

He held out to Andy an eight-page paper 
salled The Weekly Magnet, and pointed out a 
atory of two columns on the second page. 
Under the title Andy read, “By 8. Byron 
Warren.” It was called “The Magician’s 
Spell; A Tale of Sunny Spain.” 

“T congratulate you,” said Andy. “When 
did you write the story ?” 

“« Last winter.” 


—— 


RS one see, I sent it first fo Scribner’ s, thea hae 
ae ay. Har ‘per’s, and then to the Aédlantic. They — oe 
es didn’t seem to fancy it, so I sent it to the 
Magnet. - 
“T hope they paid you-for it.” 
_ “Yes,” answered Warren, prondiy, “ They 
gave me a dollar and a half for it.” 
 “Jsn’t that rather small ?” | 
“Yes, it is small, but the paper is poor. | 
The editor wrote me that he would be glad te _ 
pay me ten dollars for such a sketch whem 
they are more prosperous.” 5 a 
_ “T suppose you will write again? You 
‘must feel greatly encouraged.” 5 
_ “T have been writing another story. to-day. 
[shall mail it to them to-morrow.” : 
“T hope the Magnet will prosper for your 
sake.” 
“Thank you. I hope so, too. Ah, Andy, 
2 ce don’t know how it seems to see your own 


oe 


«ey am afraid I never shall, Mr. Warren. 


ee was not intended for an author.” 
, 16 
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“0h, I think Fon Hague rice eet 
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anid Warren, patronizingly. J 
“No; I shall leave the literary field to 


pu” 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 
ANDY MAKES A COMMISSION. 


R. CRAWFORD was busy in his office 
when a gentleman of fifty entered. 

“T hope you are at leisure, Crawford,” he 
said. 

“But Iam not, Mr. Grayling. I am un- 
usually busy.” 

“T wanted you to go out and show me that 
house in Mount Vernon which you mentioned 
to me the other day. My wife is desirous of 
moving from the city for the sake of the chil- 
dren.” 

“ Won’t to-morrow do?” 

“To-morrow I shall be busy myself. To- 
day is so fine that I managed to get off. 
Can’t you manage to go?” 

“No, Grayling, I can’t possibly be spared 
from the office.” 

“Ts there no one you can send with me?” 

Mr. Crawford hesitated a moment. Then, 
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as his eye fell upon Andy, he had a sudden 
thought. 

“TJ will send this young man,” he said. 

Mr. Grayling smiled. 

“He seems quite a young man,” he said. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Crawford, with an an- 
swering smile, “he is several years short of 
forty.” 

“Tf you think he will do I shall be glad of 
his company.” 

“ Wait five minutes, and I will give him the 
necessary instructions.” 

“Have you ever been in Mount Vernon, 
Andy ?” asked his employer. 

“Yes, sir. I have a boy friend there, and 
I once spent a Sunday there.” 

“Mr. Grayling wishes to purchase a resi- 
dence there. I shall place him in your charge, 
and give you an order for the key. I will 
mention some points to which I wish you to 
call his attention.” 

Andy was: pleased with the commission. It 
seemed like a step in advance. 

“Thank yom Mr. Crawford, for your con- 
fidence in me.’ 


ee) 


. a will, a my best, sir. I have no claim 

inything except through your kindness.” ; 

_ “Now let mesee how much paints ee 
ou have.” 


a 


ee aes come to show the Griffith house nS mae 
this gentleman. Can ye direct me to it ?” 
Os “T will go with you.’ 
“Thank you, Tom. You will be doing me 
favor. Is it far?” 
“Little more than half a mile.” 
“Shall we walk or ride, Mr. Grayling?” © 
“Walk, by all means. It is a charming | 
lay, and a walk will do me good.” 
ney: reached the house. It was a spacious” 
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country residence in good condition, and Mr. 
Grayling was favorably impressed. The key 
was procured and they entered. 

The interior bore out the promise of the ex- 
terior. The rooms were well and even hand- 
somely finished. They were twelve in number, 
and there was a good-sized bath-room. 


“T wonder if the plumbing is good?” said 


Mr. Grayling. 
“T will test it as far as I can,” said Andy. 
“You seem to have a good deal of experi- 
ence for one so young.” 
“No, sir, not very much, but I have made 


a careful study of the subject. Mr. Crawford. 


has a good architectural library, and I have 
made use of it.” 

After a careful inspection, Andy made a 
favorable report. 

“ Of course,” he said, “if lam mistaken we 
will make matters right.” 

‘That will be satisfactory. What is your 
price for the house ?” 

“ Hight thousand dollars.” 

Mr. Grayling, after a brief consideration, 
said, 
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“That seems reasonable. I will buy the 
house. How soon can you give possession ?” 

“In a week.” 

“Very good. Then our business seems to 
be concluded. We will catch the next train 
back to the city.” 

“Would you mind giving me a memoran- 
dum stating that you will buy the house?” 

“J will do so. We will stop at a stationery 
store, and I will make it out.” 

When Andy re-entered Mr. Crawford’s 
office the real estate agent inquired, 

“How does Mr. Grayling like the house?” 

“He has bought it.” 

“Ts it possible? At what figure?” 

“‘ Wight thousand dollars.” 

“Good! I was authorized to take two 
hundred dollars less, if need be.” 

“He asked no reduction.” 

“‘T hope he won’t change his mind.” 

““Hewon’t. Here is his written agreement 
to take the house.” 

“Excellent. Did he offer this assurance ?”’ 

“No, sir. I asked for it.” 

‘Andy, you have succeeded admirably. I 
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shall have great pleasure in keeping my prom- 
ise and paying you eighty dollars, or one per 
cent. on the purchase-money.” 

“Tt will be very acceptable, Mr. Crawford. 
I don’t often earn eighty dollars in one day.” 

In reply to Mr. Crawford’s inquiries, Andy 
gave a detailed account of his visit, and his 
employer drew a check for eighty dollars, 
which he placed in his hands. 

“Now that I see what you can do,” he 
said, “I shall send you out again.” 

“Perhaps you will find my services too 
expensive.” 

“No. In addition to my regular percent- 
age I receive an extra hundred dollars for 
getting the full eight thousand dollars.” 

Andy cashed the check, and deposited the 
money in a savings bank. He did not pay it 
to Mr. Crawford on account of the land in 
Tacoma, for it occurred to him that he might 
have occasion to use it. 

In this he proved correct. 

Three weeks later he received a letter from 
his father. Sterling Grant was a farmer, 
little used to writing letters, and Andy knew 
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that there must be some special reason for his 


writing at this time. 
He opened the letter quickly, and this was 
what he read: 


_“Drar ANDY— 


“Tam in trouble. Next Tuesday the semi-annual 
interest on Squire Carter’s three thousand dollars falls 


due, and I have but twenty dollars to meet it. My 
‘crops have not been up to the average. I have lost 


my best cow, and somehow everything seems to have 
gone against me. I expected to sell ten tons of hay, — 
and have had but seven to spare. This alone made 


a difference of sixty dollars. 


“T saw the squire yesterday, and told him how I 
was situated. J asked him if he would kindly wait 
for the greater part of the interest, accepting twenty 


dollars on account. He at once refused. ‘I am 


sorry you have been unlucky, Mr. Grant,’ he said, 
‘but of course I am not responsible for your misfor- 
tune. The three thousand dollars I lent you I re- 
gard strictly as an investment. Had I supposed the 
interest would not be paid promptly, I should, of 
course, have declined to lend. You will have to 
meet the interest, or take the consequences.’ 

“T have tried to borrow the money in the village, 
but thus far I have been unable to do so. I may 
have to sell two of my cows, but that will cripple 
me, for, as you know, I depend a good deal on sell- 
ing milk and butter. Of course this worries me a 
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good deal. I don’t know why I write to you, for 
with your small pay it is hardly likely that you can 
help me. Still, if you have ten or fifteen dollars to 
spare, it will aid me. If your friend, Mr. Gale, were 
near at hand, perhaps he would advance a little 
money. I might get along with selling one cow, in 
that case. Two would cripple me. 

“Let me know at once what you can do, that I 
may make plans. Your mother is as well as usual, 
except that she is worried. We both send love. 

‘““Your affectionate father, 
“STERLING GRANT.” 

When Andy read this letter he felt, with a 
thrill of joy, that he had it in his power to 
relieve his father from anxiety. He had, 
with the commission received recently from 
’ Mr. Crawford, a hundred and fifty dollars in 
the bank. He withdrew eighty dollars of this, 
and then explaining to Mr. Crawford his 
reason for it, asked for time for a visit home. 

“Certainly, Andy,” said the real estate 
agent. ‘Can I lend you any money ?” 

“No, sir; I have enough.” 

As he could not leave till the next day, he 
telegraphed his father in this way: 

“Don’t worry. I shall reach home to-morrow. 

“ ANDY.” 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 
ANDY’S VISIT HOME. 


HEN Andy stepped on the station plat- 
form at Arden, he looked about him 
to see if any of his friends were in sight. 

To his great satisfaction he saw Valentine 
Burns, who had come to escort an aunt to the 
cars. 

“Where did you drop from, Andy?” he 
asked, in surprise. 

“From the city. Iam going to stop over 
Sunday.” 

““Good! I am delighted to see you.” 

“And I to see you. You are my dearest 
friend—except Conrad.” 

Valentine smiled. 

“Of course no one is so near to me as he; 
Well, what’s the news?” 

“The only news I know of comes from 
Conrad. I hope it isn’t true.” 

“‘ What did he say ?” 
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“That your father couldn’t pay the in- 
terest on the mortgage held by his father, 
and was going to be turned out, though the 
squire might take your two best cows and call 
it even.” 

“He seems to be a good friend of the family, 
doesn’t he?” remarked Andy, quietly. 

“Tt isn’t true, is it?” 

“Tt is true that father hasn’t money enough 
to pay the interest.” 

“What will happen then?” 

“You forget that he has a rich son,” said 
Andy, with a ‘smile. 

“Can you help him out?” 

“That is what I am here for.” 

“T am very glad to hear it,” said Valentine, 
with an air of relief. “Even if I didn’t like 
your family, I wouldn’t like to see Conrad 
triumph over you.” 

“Come around this evening, Val. We 
shall have plenty to talk about.” 

“Twill,” 

When Andy entered the farmhouse he re- 
ceived a warm welcome from his mother, and 
a cordial grasp of the hand from his father, 
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who was less demonstrative. But there was 


an air of grave anxiety on the faces of both. 
“Tam glad to see you, Andy,” said. Ster- 
ling Grant, “but I wish you had come under 


more cheerful auspices. We are in a good 
_ deal of trouble.” 


“T have come to get you out of it.” 

“Can you?” asked the farmer, in surprise, 

“Yes. How much have you got, towards 
the interest ?” 

“Only twenty dollars.” 

“ And the whole sum is ‘4 

“ Ninety dollars.” 

“T can give you the seventy dollars: you re- 
quire.” 

“Where did you get the money? Have 
you borrowed it?” 

“No. It belongs to me. I will explain 
later. Now I am hungry, and while mother 
is looking for some lunch for me we will talk. 
about other matters.” 

“T am very much relieved, Andy. I will 
goand tell ihe squire I altakk be: able to meet 
the interest.’ 

“Don’t do it, father. We will leave him 
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to suppose it will not be paid, and see what 
course he intends to pursue. Don’t breathe 
a word to undeceive him.” _ 

“T will do as you say, Andy, though I 
don’t know your object. Do you still like 
your place in New York?” 

“Yes; I am learning the business fast, and 
have good hopes for the future. Mr. Craw- 
ford is an excellent man, and takes an interest 
in me.” 

“That is good. After all, things are bright- 
ening. When I got up this morning I felt 
about discouraged.” 

“‘T telegraphed you not to worry, father.” 

Meanwhile Mrs. Grant was preparing an 
appetizing lunch for her son. She knew just 
what he liked. When it was placed on the 
table, he did full justice to it. 

“It tastes better than anything I get in the 
city, mother,” he said. 

“T didn’t suppose our plain table would 
compare with city meals.” 

“They’re not in it with yours,” said Andy. 
“JT am only afraid I shall make myself sick 
by overeating.” 
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Mrs. Grant was greatly pleased that Andy 
had not lost his taste for home fare. 

“How you have grown, Andy!” she said. 
“And you are looking so well, too! Do you 
have to work very hard?” 

“Fiard work agrees with me, mother. No; 
I don’t hurt myself.” 

“T wish I could be here when the squire 
comes for the interest,” Andy said, later. 

“He will call this evening. You will see 
him,” said Sterling Grant. 

“Then I shall be sure to stay at home.” 

Meanwhile, at the house of Squire Carter 
there was a conference between father and son. 

Conrad had a new and bright idea. He 
had always coveted Andy’s boat, which, as we 
know, was much better than his own had been. 
It occurred to him that here would be a good 
opportunity to get it for a trifle. 

“ Pa,” he said, ‘ will you do me a favor ?” 

“What is it?” asked his father, suspi- 
ciously. - 

“You know I haven’t got a boat now. 
Won’t you let Mr. Grant pay part of the in- 
terest in Andy’s boat?” 
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“What do I want of the boat?” asked the 
squire, impatiently. 

“Pa, you can make a great bargain. I 
hear that it cost seventy-five dollars. You 
can allow the farmer twenty dollars, and sell 
it for forty dollars cash.” 

“T don’t know about that.” 

But the squire’s tone was less decided. He 
liked a bargain, and he knew that there was 
some reason in what Conrad said. 

“Mr. Grant might not feel at liberty to sell 
his son’s boat,” he argued. 

“Andy would let him. He thinks a good 
deal of his family.” 

“Tl think of it; but I intended to propose 
taking two of his cows.” 

“That you can do next time. Probably he 
won’t have the interest six months from now.” 

“T’ll see about it.” 

“There is one other thing ; you would have 
a better chance to sell the boat for a profit 
than the cows.” 

“ Well, Conrad, I will think of it, as I said. 
I am going ‘around to farmer ‘Grant’s this 
evening, and I will broach the subject.” 
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Later in the day Conrad met J immy Mor- 


FIs, 


“Have you heard the news, Conrad?” 
asked Jimmy. 

“What is it ?” 
_ “Andy Grant is in Arden. He arrived 
from the city this morning.” 

“Tam glad to hear it.”’ 

“Why? Are you and Andy such great. 
friends ?” | 

“Tt isn’t on account of friendship; it’s on 
account of business.” 

“What business ?” 

“T can’t tell you, but you will very likely 
hear soon.” 


Conrad hoped to meet Andy and broach _ 


the subject of buying the boat. He decided 
from his knowledge of the farmer’s son that, 
much as he valued his boat, he would be will- 
ing to sacrifice it for the sake of his father. 
In this thought he paid an unconscious 
' tribute to Andy, for in similar circumstances 
he would have been incapable of anything so 
unselfish. 

About: half-past seven, Andy, looking out 
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of the window, saw the stately and dignified 
figure of Squire Carter coming up the front 
path. 

“The squire is coming, father,” he said. 
“‘T want you to look sober, just as if you were 
unprepared to pay the interest.” 

Squire Carter had already been informed 
by Conrad that Andy was in the village. He 
showed no surprise, therefore, when he saw 
him. 

He had also been down to the pond and 
taken a look at Andy’s boat. He could see 
that it was a very handsome one, and doubt- 
less worth as much as Conrad reported. 

“So you have come home, Andrew?” he 
said. 

“ Yes, Squire Carter.” 

“ You haven’t lost your place, have you?” 

“No, sir. I have come home on a visit.” 

“Ahem! You arrived at an unfortunate 
time for your father. He has had very bad 
luck. Things seem to have gone against 
him.” 

**So I heard, sir.” 

“Tf you had been at home to help him on 
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the farm, things would have been different, 
maybe.” 

“JT hope to help him by staying in the 
city.” 

“That isn’t very likely. I don’t approve, 
for my part, of boys leaving home to work.” 

“J think I shall succeed in the end, sir.” 

“Ahem! I have no doubt you think so, 
but boys like you haven’t much judgment. I 
suppose you know that interest is due on the 
mortgage for the first six months, and that 
your father can’t meet it.” 

“T have heard so, Squire Carter.” 

“ As a friend of your father I have a plan 
to propose that may make things easy for him. 
Iam glad to see you, for a part of my busi- 
ness is with you.” 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 
THE INTEREST IS PAID. 


NDY was surprised by the squire’s words. 
He could not conjecture what business 
Squire Carter could have with him. 

“First,” said the squire, “may I ask, Mr. 
Grant, whether you can pay the interest on 
the mortgage which I hold when it comes 
due?” 

“T have only twenty-five dollars at my 
command now, Squire Carter. Perhaps some- 
thing may turn up between now and next 
Tuesday.” 

“That is extremely likely,” said the squire, 
in a tone of sarcasm. ; 

“ Have you anything to propose? Are you 
willing to wait for a month ?” 

“No, sir; I am not. It will be extreme 
folly on my part. Do you expect to come 
into a fortune within thirty days?” 

“No, sir.” 
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“So I presume. However, I have a plan 


to propose. I did intend to say that I would 
allow you fifty dollars for your two best cows. — 
But even that would not pay the deficit. I 


believe your son owns a boat.” 
_ “Ido,” said Andy, looking up. He began 


- to'understand the squire’s plan. 


“J am willing ‘to allow twenty dollars for 
it, as my son has taken a fancy to it, and his 


own boat was destroyed through the malice of 
atramp. This, with fifty dollars for your two 


cows, would pay the imterest all but twenty 
dollars, which you say you are able to pay in 
cash.” 

“Squire Carter, my cows are of a choice 
breed, and are worth fifty dollars each.” 

“They would not fetch that sum. Indeed, 
twenty-five dollars each is all that you would 
have any chance of getting. If you doubt it, 
you may try to get an offer elsewhere.” 

“What should I do without the cows? I 


depend on the butter and milk I obtain from 


them for a good part of my cash income.” 
“That is your lookout,” said the squire, 
shrugging his shoulders. 
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“You don’t appear to have much consid- 
eration for me.” 

‘ Business is business, Mr. Grant. You 
owe me ninety dollars. If you can’t pay me 
in one form, you must in another.” 

“T would like to say a word, Squire Carter,” 
said Andy. “The boat for which you offer 
twenty dollars cost Mr. Gale seventy-five.” 

“‘T don’t believe it.” 

“T have his word for it.” 

“Very likely, but it wouldn’t be the first 
case where a man overstated the price of his 


purchase.” 
“Mr. Gale would not deceive me in that 
way.” 


“ Have it as you like. The boat is second- 
hand now, and worth far less than when it 
was new,” persisted the squire. 

“There is considerable difference between 
twenty dollars and seventy-five.” 

“Well, I might stretch a point and call it 
twenty-five, as Conrad is desirous of having 
the boat. In that case there would be five 
dollars coming to you, which you would 
doubtless find very handy.” 
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“T think I shall have to decline your offer, 
Squire Carter.” 

“And leave your poor father in trouble? 
I thought better of you.” 

Squire Carter was surprised to find that 
both Andy and his father were cool, and ap- 
parently not suffering anxiety. He had 
thought they would be sad, and would resort 
to entreaties. 

“ Does it strike you, Squire Carter, that you 
are trying to drive a very hard bargain with 
my father and myself? You offer a very low 
sum for the cows and for my boat.” 

“Tf you can get more anywhere else, you 
are quite at liberty to do so,” said the squire, 
in a tone of indifference. 

He felt that father and son were in his 
power, and that he would have his own way 
in the end. 

“JT don’t think we shall sell at all,” said 
Andy, calmly. 

‘What !” ejaculated the squire. “ Not sell 
at all? Do you think I will allow the inter- 
est to remain unpaid ?” 

“The interest will be paid.” 
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« “How? “Where will you ee ha ‘money 


“T will supply my father with what he | 
needs.” y a 
“You: talk like a fool!” said the eure < 
sharply. ‘Do you think I will allow myse 
to be ae by a boy ?” nel 

Z No, sir; but you ean rely upon what. Ee 
say.” a 

‘Have you borrowed the money from Mr. ; 

“I have not seen Mr. Gale for several 3 
months. He does not know of my father’s 
pecuniary trouble. If he did, I think he ES 
would come to his:and my assistance. i - ia 
the boat, I value it not only on account of i 
intrinsic worth, but. because he: gave it to, me. % 
Conrad cannot. have: it.” 

Squire Carter was much irritated. Bee } 
sides, he did not believe that Andy would — 
really be able to furnish his father with t 55 
help, he needed. 3 

“T am not easily deceived, Andrew Grant” e 
he said. “It is useless for me; to. nemain, here z 
any detest I will only say; that. if the inter-— Eee 
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est is not paid on Tuesday next, your father 
must take the consequences.” 
“He is ready to pay it now—before it is 
‘due—if you will give him a receipt.” 
“ Wh—what!” ejaculated the squire, in 
amazement. 
“YT mean what I say. Father, will you 
give the squire writing materials and ask him 
to make out a receipt?” 

“Ts this—straight? Are you really able 
to pay the interest now?” 

“Yes, sir. You need have no fear on that 
score. When my father wrote me about his 
difficulty I procured the money, and I have 
it here.” 

Half incredulous, Squire Carter made out 

the receipt, and a roll of bills was handed to — 
him. He counted them carefully, and put 
them in his wallet. 

‘“The money is correct,” he said, stiffly. 
“Tam glad you are able to pay it.” 

“Thanks to Andy here,” said his father, 
with a grateful look at his son. 

: “ All is well so far, but if your son has bor- 
rowed the money it will have to be repaid.” 
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Squire Carter left the house not ce er 
satisfied. He had received his interest, ; 
he had hoped to profit by the farmer’s need: oe 
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= and get what would have been of considerabl ly 
SS greater value than the money. In this he 
had been disappointed, a 
s : S — six months hence interest will be due = . 
:— again,” he reflected, by way of consolation. — 
ee “This time the Grants were lucky, but it 
-_-—-won’t be so all the time. Besides, when the 2 
e mortgage falls due it will take more help th s 
___ the boy can give to settle it.” Tea 
ca When the squire reached home, he fou nd 
Conrad waiting to see him. 
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“ No,” answered his father, shove ac 
“ Why not? You said you would i 
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a. “They wouldn’t sell.” 
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: sce did the money come from?” 

“The boy advanced it to his father.” ve 
“You must be joking, pa. Where could — 
indy get ninety dollars?” BP. 
“He only had to supply seventy. As to 
here it came from I can’t tell. You had 


It’s a shame I can’t have the 
. 

“He wants too much for it.” 
_“ How much does he want ?” 82 
eel ont know. If he will ne you have it 


we Thank you, pa. It’s the same as mine. | i 


; at pe Andy can’t afford to refuse thirty 


«“ “] don’t know. He seems a mighty inde- 
_ pendent sort of boy.” : 
oe poe lost no time in trying to purchase 
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“most intimate, and promised to look out for — 
positions in the city for two of them. At 


_ grave and anxious when he arrived. 


- had been in every way a success. Several — 
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“ But you can’t use it.” 
“Not at present, perhaps, but I may be able 
to some time. Besides, Mr. Gale gave it fox 
me, and I shouldn’t be willing to part with 
it. At ase rate, [ wouldn’t sell for thiny . 
dollars.” | a 
“Never mind, Conrad,” said his father. Bs, 
“ When the next interest is payable, Andrew 
will probably be glad to accept your offer.” = 
Andy enjoyed the short visit home. He 
managed to see the boys with whom he was 


home his presence was a source of comfort and — 
joy to his mother. It gladdened him to see — < 
the bright look on her face, which had bie 4 2 


On Monday morning he set out for New | | 
York on an early train, feeling that his visit 


boys were at the station to see him off, but 
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CHAPTER XXX. 
AN UNEXPECTED PROPOSAL. 


HREE months later, when Andy entered 
the office one morning, he found Mr. 
Crawford in a thoughtful mood. 

““T wish you were older, Andy,” he began 
abruptly. 

“Why, sir?” 

“ Because I have a commission I could then 
intrust to you.” 

“Then I am too young for it now ?” 

“T am afraid so. And yet—but I will tell 
you what it is, and see if you consider your- 
self equal to it. How old are you now?” 

“Seventeen, sir.” 

“J will explain myself. I am intimately 
acquainted with the men who are engineering 
the Northern Pacific Railroad, and I have re- 
liable advices that work will at once be re- 
sumed on it, and probably the road will be 
completed in less than a year.” 
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“T suppose this will raise the price of our 
land in Tacoma?” 

“Precisely. Still I think it will not be ad- 
visable to sell for some time to come. My 
object is rather to buy more land.” 

“T should think it wouid be a good idea.” 

“The time to buy is now, before the public 
learn of the probable early completion of the 
railroad. If I could spare the time from my 
business I would go out there at once.” 

“TY should think it would pay, Mr. Craw- 
ford.” 

“Doubtless it would, but I cannot arrange 
to leave now. I expect to have some large 
transactions in real estate during the next two 
or three months.” 

“T see the difficulty, sir.” 

“T will come to the point. Do you think — 
you could go to Tacoma, look carefully over 
the ground, and secure desirable lots for 
me?” 

“T think I could, sir, under instructions 
from you.” 

“That is what I had in view when I said 
I wished you. were older.” 
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“You could, at any rate, rely upon my 

faithfully carrying out your instructions.” 
_ “TJ am sure of that, and I also have consid- 
erable confidence in your good judgment. At 
any rate, I will take the risk. What day is 
to-day ?” 

“ Thursday.” 

“Make preparations to start on Monday. 
Can you do so?” 

meNER, Site? 

Andy felt a thrill of delight at the prospect 
held out to him. He had always felt a strong 
desire to see the great West, but had realized 
that he should probably have to wait a good 
many years before his wish was gratified. It 
had been a dream, but now his dream bade 
fair to become actuality. 

‘J will prepare a general letter of instruc- 
tions and make such suggestions as may occur 
to me,” continued Mr. Crawford. ‘I will ex- 
euse you from office work for the balance of 
the week, in order that you may make the 
necessary preparations.” 

As the Northern Pacific road was not com- 
pleted, it was decided that Andy should go to 


tral Pacific roads, and take steamer thence iy” 
Puget Sound. - a 
mae oY ou can stay in San Francisco thre 
days,” said Mr. Crawford, considerately. “Te de 
Bins. will give you a chance to rest and see “a ; 
: city.” ae 

‘On Monday Andy started on his long j jour- 
ney. He wrote a brief letter to his mother as 


~ follows: 


_ “Drar MotHER— . 
“T am going West on some business for Mr. Craw- _ 
ford. I will write you on the way. You are at lib- 
erty to tell this to any one in Arden, but I don’t — 
care to have the extent of my journey kalsae Y 
may think Iam young for such a trip, but I have no | 
fears. The business is important, but it is sinihiea 
and I hope to carry it through successfully. . 
«In Basie: your loving son, - ‘ 
= Axon 
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However, Mrs. Grant was not the first on 
to hear of Andy’s trip. It so happened that 
at the station Andy met Conrad Carter, who 
had just come into the city for a day. 

“How do you happen to be here?” asked 
Conrad, in surprise. - 


| leaving the city.” or 
a4 suppose you are dcheed and going 
me,” remarked Conrad, loftily. 
“No; Lam going on some business for nye ae 
ployer.” | 
“How far do you go! ” 
“My first stop will be Chicago.” 
Conrad was amazed. 
_ “Ts this straight?” he asked. 
“ “Yes.” 


2 ; ‘ wa 3 
“Mr. Crawford must be a fool.” 
(13 Why? 9? 


pee $ a send an ignorant country boy to Chi- — 
cago.” 

_ Andy smiled. 

7 < oo Crawford has succeeded very well in — 


: ‘“‘He must be infatuated with you.” 
_ “Tf he is, that is lucky for me.” 
_ “How long do you expect to be away ?” | 
oa - can’t say; I can’t tell how long it will | 
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said Conrad, enviously. ‘You are a poor 
boy, and yet you travel more than I.” 

“Your time will come, Conrad.” 

“Has your employer given you much 
money to travel with?” 

“J am to draw on him for what I want.” 

“Say, won’t you write me a letter from 
Chicago? I wish I had known you were 
going; I would have asked pa to let me go 
with you.” 

Andy was amused at Conrad’s change of 
front. He knew very well that Conrad was 
no more his friend than before, but that his 
notions were strictly selfish. However, he 
promised to write to him if he could gef time, 
and made the promise in good faith. 

“T wish Valentine were going with me,” 
he thought ; ‘‘ but I should not enjoy Conrad’s 
company.” 

Andy’s journey to Chicago was uneventful. 
About two hours before the train arrived a 
tall man left his seat on the opposite side of 
the car and seated himself beside Andy. 

“Good-morning,” he began. “TI suppose, 
like me, you propose to stop in Chicago.” 
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“For about pene hours,” answered 
Andy. 

“ And oe you go on farther?” 

BOY es; sir.’ 

“ How far ?” 

“T cannot tell you definitely,” answered 
Andy, who thought it wise to be on his 
guard. 

“Could you oblige me with small bills for 
aten? Iam owing a dollar to the porter.” 

Andy took out a large-sized wallet from 
an inner pocket and opened it. It contained 
about fifty dollars in pills of different denom- 
inations. 

“‘T am afraid I cannot accommodate you,” 
he said, “‘ unless two five-dollar bills will an- 
swer your purpose.” 

“T am afraid it won’t help me.” 

“JT am sorry,” said Andy, politely. 

He did not observe the covetous glance of 
the stranger as he noted the large wallet and 
its contents. It occurred to him afterwards 
that his companion had not produced the bill 
he wished changed. 

“Oh, well,” said the stranger, carelessly, 
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“it doesn’t matter. I can get the bill changed 
at the depot. Are you traveling on business?” 
he inquired. 

“Yes, sir.” | 

“So am I. I represent the firm of Arnold 
& Constable in New York. Doubtless you 
have heard of them.” 

“Oh, yes. They are well known.” 

“T have been in their employ for five 
years. Before that I worked for Claflin.” 

“ Indeed !” 

“You do not mention the name of your 
firm.” 

“No, I am traveling on private business for 
the head of the firm.” | 

“Ah, yes. I don’t wish to be inquisitive. 
You do quite right to keep the business to 
yourself.” 

“ You see, it is not my business.” 

“Just so! You are young for a business 
agent.” 

“That is true, but I am growing older 
every day.” 

“ Exactly so! Good joke!” 

Andy’s companion laughed quite heartily, 
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__ rather to the surprise of his young acquaint- 

ance. 

_“T am very glad to have met you. You 

see, [ am very social, and can’t stand being 

alone. By the way, where do you stop in 

: Chicago ?” 

ie * At the Sherman House.” 

er “Good hotel! I have stopped there often. 
Still, there is nothing as homelike as a private 
house. I have a friend living in the city who 
keeps a first-class boarding-house and only 
charges transient guests a dollar and a quarter 

a day. Iwish you could be induced to go 
there with me. At the hotel you will have 
to pay three or four dollars.” 

Now, Andy was naturally economical, and 
thought it would be praiseworthy to save 
money for Mr. Crawford. He inquired the 
location of the boarding-house, and impru- 
dently decided to act on his companion’s pro- 
posal. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 
THE TRAP. 


NDY left the depot with his new ac 
A quaintance, who gave his name as 
Percival Robinson, and, following his lead, 
boarded a horse-car, which took them both a 
distance of three miles to the southern part 
of the city. As they went on, dwellings be- 
came scattering. 

“ Your friend’s house seems quite out of the 
way,” said Andy. 

“Yes; but Chicago is a city of distances. 
It really doesn’t make much difference where 
you stop. Street cars will carry you any- 
where.” 

“Still it would be pleasanter to be centrally 
located.”’ 

“But by going some way out you: get 
cheaper accommodations.” 

“That is true,’ thought Andy; “and I 
have time enough.” 
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At length Robinson signaled to the con- 
ductor to stop. 

Andy followed him out of the car. They 
seemed to be in the very outskirts of the 
city. 

Robinson led the way to a rather shabby - 
brick house standing by itself. It was three 
stories in height. 

“This is where my friend lives,” he said 
walking up the front steps and ringing the 
front-door bell. 

Two minutes later the door was opened by 
a red-haired man in his shirt sleeves. 

“ Halloo, Tom!” he exclaimed. 

“JT thought his name was Percival,” Andy 
said to himself. 

“My young friend and I will stay over 
night with you,” said Robinson. 

“All right! Come in.” 

A door on the left was opened, and Andy 
saw a sanded floor, and on one side of the room 
a bar. : 

‘““Go in there a minute,” said Robinson, 
“while I speak to my friend.” 

Andy went in, and picked up a copy of the 
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_ about ten feet square, with a double bed in one — 


said the landlord. 7 


might be out. 


downstairs, and take a car back to the centra 


Chipper fe fan the tals to es pape: 
room. % 
In five minutes the two returned. 
“T’ll take your gripsack,” said the man ij BM 
shirt sleeves. “I will show you to your — 
room.” : ae 
They went up two flights of stairs to a all 


on the third floor. It was-a small apartme we 


corner. = 
“‘T guess you'll both be comfortable here,” - 


“T think I would rather have a room to 
myself,” said Andy, by no means satisfied. Bee ss 
“Sorry we can’t accommodate you, but th | 
house is full.” 


It didn’t look so, but then the lodger 
Andy thought for a moment he woul 


part of the city, but he was afraid his action 
would seem strange, and he made no obj 
tion. Se eS 
“T guess we'll get along together,” 
Robinson, in an easy tone. 


Be te ee ee te 


tty 
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Andy didn’t think so, but he found it awk- 


ward to make objections. 


“T will take a wash,” he said, seeing that 


the pitcher on the wash stand contained 


water. 
“All right!” returned Robinson. “Just 


make yourself at home. I'll go downstairs. 


You'll find me there.” 
Left alone, Andy reproached himself for his 
too ready yielding to the plans of his com- 
panion. He wondered why he had done so. 
“Mr. Crawford didn’t ask me to be eco- 
nomical,’ he reflected. “He is willing I 
should pay ordinary prices at a hotel. I 


think I have been very foolish. However, 


I am in for it. It will serve as a lesson to me, 
which I will remember hereafter.” 
He looked out of the window. ‘There was 


_a lot behind the hotel—if it was a hotel—cov- 
ered with ashes, tin cans, and other litter. 


_ “J am sure,” thought Andy, “this isn’t 


the kind of hotel Mr. Crawford wished me to 


stay at.” 
When he had washed he went downstairs. 


. As he passed the door of the bar-room he saw 
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Mr. Robinson inside, sitting at the table, with 
a bottle and a glass before him. 

‘Come in, Grant, and have some whisky,” 
he said. 

“Thank you, but I don’t care for whisky.” 

“Perhaps you would prefer beer ?” 

“JT don’t care to drink anything, thank 
you.” 

“You don’t mean to say you’re a temper- 
ance crank.” 

“Yes, I think I am.” 

“Oh, well, do just as you please. By the 
way, it is the rule here to pay for board in ad- 
vance.” 

“ How much is it?” 

“A dollar and a quarter, please,” said the 
red-haired man, who stood behind the bar. 

Andy paid over the money. 

“T thought perhaps you would stay more ; 
than one day.” 

“No, I have little time. I shall have to 
leave to-morrow. I think, Mr. Robinson, I 
will go out and take a walk.” 

“Allright! Supper will be ready in two 
hours.” 
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Andy nodded. 

He had a great mind to go upstairs and get 
his gripsack. Then he would be able to go 
where he pleased. He went out and began 
to walk about in the neighborhood of the 
hotel. 

It did not seem to be a very pleasant quar- 
ter of the city, and it was certainly a good 
distance from the centre. 

“J shan’t learn much about Chicago if I 
stay here,” he thought. 

Again he execrated his folly in so weakly 
yielding to the representations of a man he 
knew nothing about. 

He walked for half an hour and then re- 
turned slowly. There didn’t seem to be much 
to look at, and his walk had no interest: 
for him. 

Not far from the hotel he met a well-dressed 
boy, and was impelled to speak to him. 

“Tyo you live near by ?” he asked. 

“‘No, but I have an uncle living in that 
house over there. I came to spend the day 
with my cousins.” 

“JT am a stranger in this city. I met a man 


Po. EAS A a ee 
who took me to that brick house. He ree om- 
mended it as a cheap boarding-place. Bee 5: as 
know anything about it?” 


_-- “‘T know that it has a bad pala as 
“a “Will you tell me what you know about — 
it?» - You will be doing me a favor.” : 
“The bar does a good business in the even-_ 


ing. I have heard of several cases where 
men who put up there complained of being — 


robbed.” a i 
Bei “Thank you. I am not much surprised to 4s 
 «; hear is.” er 
“Have you taken a room there?” 4 

Yes. Iam afraid I was foolish.” 


= 
ae “T hope you won’t be robbed—that’s all. ‘ee 
; “T should like to get out, but I am afrmid 
if I came downstairs with my grip they rou ‘ 


-_ try to stop my going.” 

> “ Where is your room ?” Ms 
So : “At the back part of the house, looking 
gut on the lot.” aa 


_ “Yl tell you what you can do,” said the 
other boy after a moment’s thought. “ Have ; 
you paid anything for your room ?” . 3 
“Yes, but I don’t mind that.” 
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“Then drop your grip out of the window. 


Tl catch it.” 
**T will.” 


“Then you can take a car and go down into. 


the city.” 


“Do you know the way to the Sherman 
House ?” 3 

“ Certainly.” 

“Tf you will go there with me, I’ll make it 


~ worth your while.” 


“ All right. I was just about going home, 
any way.” 

“Then Ill go upstairs and get my bag.” 

Andy went to his room, opened the win- 
dow, and, looking down, saw his new boy 
friend. 

“ Are you ready ?” he asked. 

Yes,” 

“You needn’t try to catch it. There’s 


nothing in it that will break.” 


“Fling her out!” 

Andy did so. 

“ Now come down. You'll find me here.” 

An hour later supper was served. Perci- 
val Robinson and three other men, likewise 
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patrons of the bar-room, sat down. The 
landlord himself was of the party. 

“Where is the kid?” he asked. 

“T saw him go out an hour ago,” said one 
of the guests. 

“He has probably come back and is in hig 
room,” added Robinson. “I will go up and 
call him.” 

He went upstairs and entered the room 
assigned to Andy and himself. It was empty. 

“The boy has taken a long walk,” he said 
to himself. 

Then he looked about for Andy’s grip. It 
occurred to him that he would have a good 
opportunity to examine its contents. 

He started in surprise and dismay, for the 
grip was gone. 

“He must have given me the slip,” he ex- 
claimed. 

“Did any one see the boy go out with his 
gripsack ?”’ he asked, as he returned. 

“JT saw him go out, but he had nothing in 
his hand,” answered the landlord.- 

“Well, he’s gone, bag and baggage,” ree 
turned Robinson, very much annoyed. 
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“At any rate he has paid his bill,” said the 
landlord, complacently. 

“ Bother his hotel bill!’ muttered Robin- 
son, roughly. “I meant to have a good deal 
more than that.” 

“ Have you any idea where he has gone?” 

“T think he may have gone to the Sherman 
House. I'll go there after supper and see if 
I can find him.” 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 
A CRITICAL MOMENT. 


UIDED by his boy companion, Andy 

found the Sherman House and regis- 

tered there. The change was a very satisfac- 

tory one, and he enjoyed the comfortable room 
to which he was assigned. 

After a hearty supper he took a seat in the 
office and watched with interest the crowds 
that surged in and out of the hotel. Presently 
he saw a familiar figure entering. 

It was his late companion, Percival Robin- 
son. The latter was not long in recognizing 
the boy. 

He walked up to the chair on which Andy 
was seated and addressed him with a look of 
anger. 

“So I have found you, have I?” he said, 
roughly. 

Andy knew that this man had no right to 
interfere with him, and answered, coolly, 
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“So it seems.” 

“Why did you play me such a mean trick, 
boy ?” 

“My name is Andrew,” said Andy, with 
dignity. “ What right have yom to speak to 
me in this manner ?” 

“T’ll tell you presently. You have made a 
nice return for my kindness.” | 

“T know of no kindness. You got ae- 
quainted with me on the train, and took me 
to a house where I didn’t care to stop.” 

“Why didn’t you care to stop there ?” 

“ Because I found that it didn’t have a good 
reputation. My employer wouldn’t care to 
have me stay at such a house.” 

“You are mighty independent for a young 
boy. I want you to return the pocketbook 
of which you relieved me.” 

Andy was startled at this reckless charge. 

“What do you mean ?” he demanded, hotly. 
“You know that this is a falsehood.” 

“We'll see if you will brazen it out. If 
you don’t give me back the pocketbook, which 
I have no doubt you have in your pocket at 


this moment, I will have you arrested.” 
19 


290 ANDY GRANT’S PLUCK. 


Andy began to feel nervous. He was a 
stranger in Chicago. There was no one to 
identify him or vouch for his honesty. What 
if this man should carry out his threat and 
have him arrested ? 

However, Andy had pluck, and didn’t ine 
tend to surrender at discretion. 

This conversation had attracted the atten- 
tion of two or three guests of the hotel, who 
were disposed to look with suspicion upon 
Andy. His accuser appeared like a man of 
good position, being well dressed and with an 
air of assurance. 

One old gentleman, who was fond of giving 
advice, said, reprovingly, 

“My boy, you will find it best to hand the 
gentleman his pocketbook. It is sad to see 
one so young guilty of theft.” 

“Perhaps the boy is not guilty,” suggested 
another guest. 

“YT am in the employ of a gentleman in 
New York,” said Andy, “and this man ig 
scheming to rob me.” g 

“You are perfectly shameless!” said Rob- 
inson, encouraged by what the old gentleman 
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had said. “I will give you just five minutes 
to return my pocketbook, or I will have you 
arrested.” 

Andy felt that he was in a tight place, but 
his wits had not deserted him. 

“As you claim the pocketbook,” he said, 
‘perhaps you will tell how much money there 
is in it.” 

“T can’t tell exactly,” replied Robinson. 
“IT spend money liberally, and I have not 
counted the money lately.” 

“That is quite reasonable,” said the old 
gentleman. “I don’t know how much money 
there is in my wallet.” 

“What is there besides money in the pock- 
etbook ?” asked Andy, following up his ad- 
vantage. 

“T think there are a few postage stamps,” 
- answered Robinson at a guess. 

“You certainly have a good deal of assur- 
ance, young man,” said the old gentleman in 
atone of reproof. “If I were in this gentle- 
man’s place I would summon a policeman at 
once. 

“T prefer to give the boy a chance,” said 


| ee 


} obec who had his own ‘reasons | 


~ recognition. 


‘ 
bringing the matter to the 5 oka he 
police. ‘I don’t want to get him into seb a : 
I only want my money back.” se 
%: eo are more considerate than he de- 
serves,” said Andy’s critic. “And by the 
way, here is the hotel detective. Officer, will 
you come here, please? Here is a case that 
requires your attention.” 
The hotel detective, a quiet-looking man : 
approached. a 
Robinson was far from thanking Pye. okt ¥ 
gentleman for his officiousness. He feared 


“« What is the matter?” asked the detective, 
coming up and eyeing Robinson sharply. 
The old gentleman volunteered an explana- — 
tion. 

The detective seemed amused. a 

“So this man charges the boy with robbing 
him?” he asked. Sa 

“Yes, sir; and we all believe that he has” 
good grounds for doing so.” . 

“T don’t believe it,” said the gentlem 
who had already spoken for Andy. 


: Be | tuet I made the necjumimrtarree of ee 
an on the train. He induced me to go toa ea 
os hotel on me outskirts of the Aap on the 


~ 


Sey do, ee 6 detective. Then, 
ai to Robinson with a change of tone, 


faitland? 
Robinson turned pale. He saw that he was 
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“You will have to go with me,” he said. 
“You have been trying a bold confidence 
game. I shall have to lock you up.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Robinson, turning pale, 
“ will you permit this outrage ?” 

“Tt 7s an outrage!” said the old gentleman, 
hotly. 

“My friend,” inquired the detective, “de 
you know this man?” 

“No; but ; 
“Then let me introduce him as Tom Mait- 
land, one of the cleverest confidence men in 

Chicago.” 

He produced a pair of handcuffs, which he 
deftly slipped over the wrists of Percival 
Robinson, and led him out of the hotel. 

Andy was satisfactorily vindicated, and, it © 
must be admitted, enjoyed the discomfiture of 
the old gentleman, who slunk away in confu- 
sion. 

When Andy set out on his journey he in- 
tended to go to Tacoma by way of San. Fran- 
cisco, but found, as he proceeded, that he 
could go by the Northern Pacific as far as it 
was built, and proceed the rest of the way by 
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stage and over Puget Sound. This seemed to 
him to afford greater variety, and he adopted 
the plan. 

Some hundreds of miles east of his destina- 
tion he took the stage. It was rather a toil- 
some mode of traveling, but he obtained a 
good idea of the country through which he 
was passing. 

At that time stage robberies were frequent, 
nor have they wholly ceased now. Among 
the stage robbers who were most dreaded was 
a certain Dick Hawley, who had acquired @ 
great reputation for daring, and was known 
to have been engaged in nearly twenty stage 
robberies. 

As they approached that part of the route 
in which he operated there was a great anxiety 
manifested by the passengers, and especially 
by a thin, cadaverous-looking man from Ohio. 

“Do you think we shall meet Dick Hawley 
to-day, driver?” he asked. 

“T can’t say, sir. I hope not.” 

“ How often have you met him ?” 

“Three times.” 

‘Did he rob the stage every time?” 
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“Yen. 

“Were there many passengers on board?” 
asked Andy. 

“‘ Nearly ten every time.” 

“ And they allowed one man to rob them ?” 

“Wait till you meet him,” said the driver, 
shrugging his shoulders. 

“Tf he stops the stage I shall die of fright,” 
said the cadaverous-looking man. “I know I 
shall.” 

“Have you a good deal of money with 
you?” asked a fellow-passenger. 

“T have ninety-seven dollars and a half,” 
answered the other, soberly. 

“ Better lose that than die! If you give it 
up, there won’t be any danger of bodily in- 
jury.” 

The cadaverous-looking man groaned, but 
did not reply. 

Gradually they ascended, for they were 
among the mountains, till they reached a 
narrow ledge or shelf scarcely wider than the 
stage. On one side there was a sheer descent 
of hundreds of feet, and great caution was 
requisite. 


ip 
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Just at the highest point a horseman ap- 
peared around a curve and stationed himself 
directly in front of the stage, with a revolver 
pointed at the driver. 

“Stop and give up your money, or I fire!” 
he exclaimed. 

It was the dreaded highwayman, Dick Haw- 
ley. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 
A SUDDEN TRAGEDY. 


HE driver pulled up short. The passen- 

gers realized that something had hap- 

pened, and the nervous man put his head out 
of the window. 

Instantly a change came over his face. 

“ We are all dead men!” he groaned. “It 
is the highwayman !” 

Andy felt startled in spite of his pluck, and 
so did the other passengers. 

“T would jump out and confront the scoun- 
drel,” said a determined-looking man, “but : 
there is no room. We are on the verge of a 
precipice.” 

“What wili happen?” exclaimed the ca- 
daverous-looking man in an agony of terror. 

““T suppose we shall be robbed. That will 
be better than tumbling over the precipice.” 

“Oh, why did I ever leave home?” 

“Tdon’t know. Ask me something easier,” 


nid the resolute man, in _ disgust. 


ae a eae !” cried Dick Hawley, in a a 
ommanding tone. a 
_ By way of exciting alarm and enforcing his oe 


; == he fired one charge of his revolver. ‘The a 


Bat PEN 
a consequences he did not anticipate. 


The terrified stage-horses, alarmed by ihe! i 
report, got beyond the control of the driver — 
and dashed forward impetuously. The high- 
-wayman had hardly time to realize his danger _ 
when his horse was overthrown and pushed ~ 
over the precipice along with its rider, while 
- thestage dashed on. The last that the passen- _ 
- gers saw of Dick Hawley was a panic-stricken 
face looking upward: as he fell rapidly down 
toward the rocks at the bottom. 

_“He’s gone! We are saved!” exclaimed 


NPE 


- But the coach was saved. Had the horses 
swerved in their course all-would have been = 
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killed. As it was, the dangerous place was 
safely crossed and the stage emerged upon a 
broad platean. 

The driver stopped the horses, and, dis- 
mounting from the box, came around to the 
eoach door. 

“T congratulate you, gentlemen,” he waif 
“We have had a close shave, but we are out 
of danger. Dick Hawley will rob no more 
stages.” 

“Driver, you are a brave man—you have 
saved us,” said one of the passengers. 

“Tt was not I; it was the horses.” 

“Then you did not start them up?” 

“No; I should not have dared to do it. 
They were frightened by the revolver and 
took the matter into their own hands.” - 

“Dick Hawley was foolhardy. Has he 
ever stopped a stage at this point before?” 

“Yes, he did so last year.” 

“‘ And succeeded ?” 

“Yes; he made a big haul. This time he 
has met his deserts.” 

There were no further incidents that de- 
serve recording in Andy’s journey. It is 
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needless to say that he enjoyed it. The 
_ scenes through which he passed were new and 
strange to him. It-was a country he haé 
mever expected to see, and for this reason, 
perhaps, he enjoyed it the more. 

At last he reached Tacoma. It was irregu- 
arly built on a hillside. There were ne 
buildings of any pretensions. All its im- 
portance was to come. 

He put up at the Tacoma House, a hoteé 
ef moderate size, and after dinner he went. 
out to see the town. He sought out the plot 
of lots owned jointly by Mr. Crawford ané 
himself, and found that they were located not 
far from the centre of the business portion of 
the town. 

Tt took no sagacity to foresee that the land 
would rise in value rapidly, especially after 
the Northern Pacific Railroad was con 
pleted. 

In the afternoon, feeling tired, he sat in his 
room and read a book he had picked up ata 
periodical store—a book treating of the great 
Northwest. The partitions were thin, and 
noises in the adjoining room were audible. 
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Sige and a groan Tadiontiog pain. ‘It 
was evident that the next apartment was « OC 
cupied by a sick man. he 
uy Andy’s sympathies were excited. It seemed 
to be a forlorn position to be sick and witho: 
attention in this remote quarter. After a mo- 
- ment’s hesitation he left his own room and 
knocked at the other door. a 
“Come in!” was the reply, in a holla 
- voice. 
Andy opened the door and entered. 
On the bed lay a man, advanced in year 
with hollow cheeks and every appearance o 
serious illness, 


a 


‘< Andy, gently. 


BS: “Yes; I have an attack of grip. I ; 
ee afraid I will have to passin my checks.” 
8 “Oh, it isn’t as bad as that,” said Andy, ir in 
sa reassuring tone. “Have you no one to take 


care of you?” | 
‘““No; everybody here is occupied 

ae schemes for money-making. I can’t get a 

one to look after me for love or money.” — 
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“Then you have no near friend or relative 
in Tacoma?” 

“No; nor, I may say, anywhere else. -I 
have a niece, however, in Syracuse. She is 
at school. She is the only tie, the only one 
on whom I have any claim.” 

“Tf you need money ” began Andy, 
feeling a little delicate about offering pecu- 
niary assistance. 

‘“No, I have no need of that kind. I sup- 
pose I look poor, for I never cared about my 
personal appearance, but I am one of the 
largest owners of real estate in Tacoma, be- 
sides having some thousands of dollars in a 
San Francisco bank. But what good will it 
all do me? Here I am, sick, and perhaps 
near death.” 

“T will do what I can for you,” said Andy. 
“J am myself a visitor in Tacoma. I came 
on business for a New York gentleman. I 
am authorized to buy lots in Tacoma. When 
you are better, I will make you an offer for 
your land, if you care to sell.” 

“Help me to get: well, and you shall have 
it on your own terms.” 
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“You will need some one besides myself 
Do you authorize me to hire an attendant?” 

“Yes, I shall be glad to have you do so. 
E begin to hope for recovery, through your 
assistance. J had given myself up for lost.” 

“Then I will go out and see what I can do. 
Do you authorize me to pay liberally for the 
gervice of a nurse?” 

“Pay anything—fifty dollars a week, if 
aecessary ; I can afford it.” 


“T will go out at once. I will seeif Ican 


buy some oranges.” 

Andy left the hotel and walked towards the 
steamboat wharf. , It was deserted, except by 
Swo persons. 


A young man of thirty, bronzed by ona 


sure to the weather, who looked like a farmer, 
‘stood beside a plain, cheap trunk, on which 


sat a woman somewhat younger, who had a ~ 


weary and anxious look. 

The young man—her husband, doubtless— 
seemed troubled. 

“Good afternoon,” said Andy, pleasantly. 
“Are you in any trouble? Is there anything 
B can do for you ?” 
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“Well, my boy, I’m in a tight place. My 
name is Graham. I came here from Iowa, 
with my wife, expecting to meet a cousin whe 
had promised to get me employment. I find 
he has left Tacoma. So here I am, with less 
than five dollars in my pocket and no pros 
pect of work. I’m not a coward, but I don’t 
mind saying I’m afraid to think of what will 
become of us.”’ 

An idea came to Andy. 

Here was a chance to secure a nurse. 

“Ts your wife used to sickness?” he asked. 
“Could she take care of a sick man ?” 

The woman brightened up. 

“‘T took care of my father for more than « 
year,’ she answered. “I’m a middlin’ good 
nurse.” 

“She’s the best nurse I know of,” put iz 
her husband. 

“Allright! Then I can find you employ- 
ment. An acquaintance of mine, an old mas 
—as old, probably, as your father—is sick 
with grip at the Tacoma House. He will pay 
you liberally. Can you come with me # 


once ?” 
20 
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“Yes, and be glad to.” 

“Come, then. You will be paid twenty- 
five dollars a week.” 

“Why, that’s a fortune!” said the woman, 
amazed. 

“Come with me at once, and your husband 
can follow at his leisure.” 

“Maria, that’s what I call a streak of good 
luck,” said her husband, overjoyed. ‘‘ Go 
along with this young man, and [’ll get a 
cheap room somewhere in town. I'll take the 
trunk along with me.” 

He shouldered the small trunk, and his 
wife went off with Andy. 

In a few minutes she was installed in the 
sick-chamber, and soon showed that she 
understood her business. A doctor was sent 
for, and Seth Johnson, for this was the sick 
man’s name, was soon made more comfort- 
able. 

He ratified Andy’s bargain, and paid, be- 
sides, for Mrs. Graham’s board at ithe hotel. 
He did not gain rapidly, for his strength was 
at a low ebb, but he improved steadily. 

The husband found employment in a couple 
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of days, and their temporary despondency 
gave place to hope and courage. 

““'You’ve done better for me than my cousin 
would have done, Andy,” said Graham, a few | 
days later. ‘‘You’ve set me on my feet, and 
I’m not afraid now but Pll get along.” 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 
SETH JOHNSON’S GIFT. 


T was four weeks before Seth Johnson be 
came convalescent. His system was run 
down, and he was in a very critical stafe 
when found by. Andy. Careful nursing 
saved him. 

When ,able to get out, he accompanied 
Andy to show him his lots. The plot was 
about as large as Mr. Crawford’s, but was « 
little farther from the centre of the town. Ié 
would make about twenty-five lots of the 
average size. 

“How much will you take for the entire 
plot?” asked Andy. 

““T don’t want to sell the whole,” said 
Johnson. 

“T thought you meant to leave Tacoma for 
good?” 

“So I do, but I propose to give one-fifth of 
the land to a friend.” 
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“Then let me know how much you will 
take for the remaining four-fifths.” 

“ Will five thousand dollars be too much?” 

“T will buy it at that figure,” said Andy, 
promptly. 

“You don’t ask me to whom I intend to 
give the fifth which I reserve ?”’ 

“It is probably no one whom I know.” 

“On the contrary it is one whom you know 
well—it is yourself.” 

Andy looked his amazement. 

*‘ But how have I deserved such a gift?” he 
asked. 

“You have saved my life. If you had not 
found and befriended me I should not have 
been living at this moment. ‘All that a man 
hath will he give in exchange for his life,’ the 
Bible says. I don’t give all, but I give merely 
one-fifth of my land. I have ten thousand 
dollars, besides, in San Francisco.” 

““T am deeply grateful to you, Mr. Johnson. 
Tam a poor boy, and this unexpected gift will 
help me to carry out some plans for the bene- 
fit of my father, who is in an embarrassed 
condition.” 


810 ANDY GRANT’S PLUCK. 


“T advise you not to sell the land till you 
can sell at an advanced price.” 

“T shall not do so. When the Northern 
Pacific is completed I am sure lots will be 
much higher.” 

“Tobesure. You are young and can wait. 
I am old, and | have no particular desire to 
make money. I have enough to see me 
through.” 

When Andy started for New York he had 
the company of Seth Johnson. It was agreed 
that the final arrangements for the transfer 
of the lots should take place in Mr. Craw- 
ford’s office. 

They reached the city without adventure, 
and Andy, with his new friend, reported at 
his employer’s. 

“T hope you are satisfied with what I have 
done, Mr. Crawford,” said Andy. 

“Thoroughly so. You have made a good 
purchase. J shall pay you five hundred 
dollars as an acknowledgment of the service 
you have rendered me.” 

“ But, Mr. Crawford, Mr. Johnson has al- 
ready given me five lots.” 
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“True; but this is his gift, not mine. You 
must not afraid of Sree too rich. You 
will need all your money.’ 

“ Yes, sir, but not for myself. I can now 
relieve my father’s anxiety.” 

“Do you intend to tell him the amount of 
your good fortune?” 

“J will only tell him of your gift.” 

On the basis of the sum which Mr. Craw- 
ford paid for the other four-fifths, Andy’s 
share of Mr. Johnson’s land amounted to 
twelve hundred and fifty dollars. But when, 
three months later, active operations for the 
extension and completion of the railroad com- 
menced, it could have been sold for double. 

But Andy was too sagacious to sell. Ina 
year his father’s mortgage would be ‘payable, — 
and he wanted to be prepared for that. 

Meanwhile Andy devoted himself with 
energy to mastering the details of the real 
estate business. Perhaps because he now him- 
self owned real estate, he became very much 
interested in it. He was not able often to visit 
Arden, but he never let a week pass without 
writing a letter home. 
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It was usually addressed to his mother, as 
his father was more accustomed to guiding the 
plow than the pen. He also heard occasion- 
ally from his boy friends. No letters were 
more welcome than those of Valentine Burns. 
About three months before the mortgage 
came due he receiyed the following from 
Valentine: 


“Dear ANDY— 
“JT wish I could see you oftener, but I know you 
are busy, and getting gn. Thatis a great satisfaction 
tome. Your last letter informing me that you had 
been raised to fifteen dollars a week gave me much 
pleasure. I wanted to tell Conrad, only you didn’t 
wish to have me, He is getting prouder and more dis- 
agreeable every day. He really seems to have a great 
spite against you, though I cannot understand why. 

“T met him the other day, and he inquired after 
you. ‘He hasn’t been to Arden lately,’ he said. 

“*No,’ I answered, ‘he is too busy.’ 

“* Probably he can’t afford the railway fare,’ said 
Conrad. 

“¢T think he is getting good pay,’ I said. 

““T know better. He isn’t getting over six dollars 
at most,’ said Conrad, 

“* Did he tell you so?’ I asked. 

“*No, but I heard on good authority,’ he replied. 

““T wish I were getting that,’ I said. 
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“~* You wouldn’t want to live on it,’ he rejoined. 

“* Well, perhaps not,’ I admitted. 

“*He won’t long have a home to come back to,’ 
said Conrad, after a pause. 

“*Why not?’ I inquired. 

**My father holds a mortgage on his father’s Pe 
and it will fall due in three months,’ he answered. 

“*Surely he won’t foreclose?’ 

“Surely he will,’ returned Conrad. ‘Old Grant 
will have to leave the farm and go to the poorhouse, 
er, at any rate, to some small place like the Sam 
Martin house. It contains four rooms, and is good 
enough for a bankrupt.’ 

“This made me uneasy. I hope, Andy, you will 
find some friend who will be able and willing to ad- 
vance money to pay the mortgage when it falls due. 
IT hear Squire Carter is treating with a city man to 
buy the place. He evidently feels sure that it will 
zome into his possession.” 


When Andy read this portion of the letter 
he smiled. 

“T suspect Conrad and his father will be 
disappointed,” he said to himself. “The city 
man will have to look elsewhere for an invest- 
ment.” 

One day Andy had a pleasant surprise. 
Just in front of him on Broadway he saw a 
4gure that looked familiar. 
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The tall, bent form, and long white hair he 
recognized at once as belonging to Dr. Crabb, 
the principal of Penhurst Academy. 

He pressed forward. 

“Dr. Crabb!” he exclaimed. “It is long 
since we have met. I hope you are well.” 

Dr. Crabb surveyed him with a puzzled 
look ; Andy had grown so much that he could 
not place him. 

“T suppose you are one of my old pupils,” 
he said, “‘but I shall have to ask your name.” 

“ Don’t you remember Andy Grant ?” 

“ Bless my soul! is it possible? Why, you 
have grown much taller and larger.” 

“Yes, sir; I didn’t want to stand still.” 

“And what are you doing now?” 

“Tam in business in this city.” 

“That is well, but it is a great pity you 
could not have remained at school.” 

“T thought so myself at the time I left, but 
I’m quite reconciled to the change now.” 

“ Doubtless you are doing your duty, wher- 
ever you are. In what: business are you en- 
gaged?” 

“T am in a real estate office.” 


Po load 
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“T hope you are making fine wages?” 

“T receive fifteen dollars a week ” 

“Bless my soul! Why that is all I pay 
my head assistant. You must be giving great. 
satisfaction. And how is your father?” 

“Te is pretty well, sir; but his loss of 
property has worn upon him.” 

“Naturally. Did I not understand that 
he had to mortgage his farm ?” 

SY es, sir.” 

“T hope there is no danger of foreclosing 
the mortgage?” 

“There might be, sir; bit when the danger, 
comes I shall be able to help him.” 

“Tam not much of a capitalist, Andy. I 
understand Latin and Greek better than I do 
investments. but if a loan of a few hundred 
dollars will help him I shall be willing to let 
him have it.” 

“Thank you very much, Dr. Crabb, but 
my employer, Mr. Crawford, will give me all 
the help I need.” 

“JT am truly pleased to hear it. I wish you 


‘were able to return to the academy. You 


were our primus, and I did not like to spare 


yest > Fe 


You ‘might in ae have si 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 
THE RETURN OF AN OLD FRIEND. 


NE afternoon Andy was busy writing in 
the office-when he heard himself called 

by name, and, looking up, saw Walter Gale, 
who had just entered. 

“Mr. Gale!” he exclaimed, joyfully, rising 
and grasping the hands of his friend. 

“So you know me? Upon my word, you 
have grown 50 that I find it difficult to recog- 
nize you.’ 

ee Yes, I believe I nee grown taller.” 

“ And more manly. I need not ask if you 
are well. Your appearance answers that 
question.” | 

“‘T was never better.” 

“« And you enjoy your work ?” 

“Tmmensely. But when did you reach the 
city ?” 

“This morning. As you see, I have lost 
no time in looking you up.” 


S 
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“ Shall you me wore now?” . 
“Yes,” answered Gale, gravely ; “ aes 01 
uncle is dead. His sickness was a pee 
one, and he is better off.” 
“JT am glad you are to be in the city. 

uy hope to see you often.” ri. 
mes. “You will, if I can have my way. That e 
hired a handsome and roomy flat on Madis 
= Avenue, Ca I expect you to come and li 
a with me.’ ed 
ih “T shall be delighted to do so if you will 
ig let me pay my share of the expenses.” <a 
Toe “You will pay me with your company. | 
we? will receive no other pay. 
eS: me all his property—at least a hundred thou 3 
a 
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sand dollars—and I was rich before.” _ 

**T will certainly accept your neh, since 

am sure you will like to have me.’ ae 

es “You were teaching a boy, I believe?” 
Rs > Ai “Yes; but he is so well advanced now that 
AT he does not need my assistance. I am oe 
, accept your kind offer.” A 
“Call upon me this evening, and arra 
to move to-morrow. I am very lonely,’ 
want young and cheerful company.’ | 
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When Andy called upon his friend in the 
evening he found him sumptuously lodged. 
The next evening he moved in, 

“What news from Arden, Andy?” asked 
Mr. Gale, 

“ Nothing much, except that Squire Oarter 
is expecting to foreclose the mortgage on 
father’s farm next week.” 

“Ts that so? We must not permit that.” 

“No; I have a thousand dollars in bank, 
and 1 shall ask Mr. Crawford to-morrow if 
he will advance me two thousand on some lots 
I own in Tacoma.” 

“That will not be necessary. J will myself 
advance the full amount, and you can pay me 
whenever you sell your lots.” 

“That is very kind, Mr. Gale, and relieves 
me very much.” 

“ Don’t overestimate the kindness. I have 
more money than I know what to do with.” 

“There are others in the same position who 
would not help me.” 

“Tam your friend. That makes the differ- 
ence. When you go to Arden I will go, too. 
It will be pleasant for me to see the place 
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where I passed so enjoyable a summer and 
made so good a friend.” 

“T shall be delighted to have your com=- — 
pany, Mr. Gale.” o 

Two evenings later, as Andy was walking 
up Broadway towards his new home, he saw 
a familiar figure in front of him—the figure 
of a boy about his own age. Evidently the 
boy had been drinking, and could not walk 
straight. 

Once, as he turned half around, Andy, 
with a start, recognized John Crandall, who — 
had treated him so meanly at Mr. Flint’s. 
He had no reason to like him, but his compas- 
sion was aroused. 

“ John,” said Andy, linking his arm in 
his, “ how do you happen to be in this condi- 
tion ?” 

“Who-.are you?” hiccoughed John. 
~ “Tam Andy Grant. Don’t you know me ?” 

“Yes, you used to be at Mr. Flint’s. 
Where are you taking me?” he asked, sus- 
piciously. 

“To my room. I will take care of you to- 
night. What are you doing now ?” 
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“T was in a place on Wall Street, but I got 
bounced yesterday. I took the money they 
paid me and got drunk.” 

“That was foolish. Where is your uncle?” 

“He has gone to Chicago. I’m awful un- 
lucky, Andy.” 

“Tf you will turn over a new leaf and stop 
drinking I'll see if I can’t get you another 
place.” 

“Will you?’ asked John, hopefully. 
“Don’t you hate me?” 

66 No. 9? 

“T should think you would. I got you out 
of Flint’s.” 

“You did me a service without intend- 
ing it.” 

“You're a good fellow,” hiccoughed John. 
“T’m sorry I treated you so mean.” 

“JT am not, since it led to my securing 
my present place. But we must turn down 

here.” : 

_ “Where do you live ?”’ 

“On Madison Avenue.” 

‘‘ Madison Avenue? You must be a swell.” 
Andy smiled. 
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When they stared the flat, ie sta 
about him in amazement. 
_“ How can you afford to live in an a 
place?” he said. aye 
“‘ Because a friend bears the greater = of 
the expense. Now, let me help you undress. 
We have a spare room, and I will let you 0C- 
-cupy it. In the morning I will wake you 1 ' 
for breakfast.” 
John Crandall was soon eet asleep. A 
minutes later Mr. Gale came in. ee 
“We have a visitor with us to-night,” said 
Andy. ASS 
“A friend of yours?” . a 
“He may become so, but thus far he k 
been anything but that.” s: 
Andy told the story of John’s ‘engl 
injure him. nee 
“ And yet you befriend him ?” 
“Yes. Wouldn’t you?” 
Walter Gale smiled. 
“Tell me your reasons,” he said. 
“Thave no grudge against him. 
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if we only benefit those whom we like, there 
isn’t much credit in that.” 

“Exactly. There isn’t much credit in my 
doing you favors.” 

“Don’t think I am ungrateful, Mr. Gale; 
I appreciate all you have done for me.” 

“T understand you, Andy, and I like you. 
better for what you have done. What further 
plans have you ?” 

“T should like to get John a place, and give 
him a chance to redeem himself. He needsa 
friend badly.” 

“He shall have one. We will both help 
him.” 

When John Crandall awoke the next morn- 
ing he was himself again. ‘The effects of his 
intoxication had passed off, and he seemed 
ashamed of the predicament in which Andy 
had found him. 

“Have you any home, John?” queried 
Andy. 

“No; that is, I have a room, but I spent 
all the money that was coming to me, and 
they won’t let me stay. I don’t know what 
I shall do,” he said, despondently. 
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“Tf Mr. Gale and I will find you a new 
place will you try to keep it ?” 

“Yes, I will.” 

“Then we will stand by you. You can 
stay here till I come from the office this after- 
noon, and I will find you a boarding-place.” 

“You are a good fellow, Andy. You are 
my very best friend.” 

“T will try to be.” 

“ And I will try to deserve your kindness.” 

Before the week was out John had a new 
place on Pearl Street, and was an inmate of 
the boarding-house in Clinton Place where 
Andy stayed when he first came to the city. 

He really turned over a new leaf, and be- 
came a favorite and trusted employee in the | 
Pearl Street store. Andy had saved him. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 
SAD FOREBODINGS. 


HE day which had been so eagerly 
awaited by Squire Carter dawned at 
last. The mortgage on Sterling Grant’s farm 
was due, and he intended to foreclose. There 
was a gentleman from the city who had taken 
a fancy to the farm and had offered him eight 
thousand dollars for it. The squire hoped to 
obtain it by foreclosure at less than five thou- 
sand. This would be taking advantage of the 
farmer; but, as the squire said to~ himself, 
complacently, “ Business is business!” These 
words are used as an excuse for a great many 
mean acts. 
At supper time, the evening before, Sterling 
Grant looked sad and troubled. 
“ Wife,” he said, ‘“‘ I am afraid we shall have 
to bid good-by to the old farm to-morrow.” 
“Do you really think the squire will fore- 
close, Sterling ?” 
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“T know he will. I called on him to-day, 
and begged and pleaded with him to extend 
the mortgage another year, but it was all in 
vain.” 

“‘T don’t see how people can be so hard- 
hearted,” said Mrs. Grant, indignantly. 

“Tt’s the squire’s nature. He says that 
business is business.” 

“T thought perhaps Andy might do some- 
thing. He has five hundred dollars, and 
maybe a little more.” 

“Tt would do no good, wife. I hinted that 
I might be able to pay a part of the mortgage, 
but the squire wouldn’t hear of it. He said 
the whole or none.” 

“T am sure Andy would help us if he 
could.” 

“T know that, but the mortgage is for three 
thousand dollars. It is quite beyond his 
ability to lift it.” 

“T am afraid you are right, Sterling,” said 
his wife, with a sigh. “I thought perhaps 
Andy would be here by this time.” 

“It would do no good for him to come un- 
‘less he brought the money with him.” 
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“He may come yet by the seven o’clock 
train.” 

“We had better not count on that, or we 
shall only be the more disappointed.” 

“ What shall you do, Sterling, if the squire 
takes the farm ?” | 

“There will be some money left, but I am_ 
afraid not much.” 

“Tsn’t the place worth six thousand dole 
lars ?” 

“Yes, but it won’t fetch that at a forced 
sale. The squire told me this afternoon that 
it wasn’t worth more than fifteen hundred 
dollars over and above the face of the morte 
gage.” 

“Tt would be wicked to sell for that.” 

“We must be content with what we can 
get.” 

After supper the farmer took his hat, and 
walked slowly and soberly about the farm. 
He felt that it was his farewell. Till now it 
had been his. To-morrow it would pass from 
his possession. 

“Tt is hard,” he sighed, “but it can’t be 
helped. At any rate, we won’t starve,” 
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There was a small house, with half an acre 
of land attached, on the outskirts of the vil- 
lage, which he could get at a moderate rental. 
He had inquired about it, and had made up 
his mind to secure it. 

“ But it is humble,” objected his wife. 

“We must not be proud, wife,” he said. 
“ We can make it look homelike with our fur- 
niture in it.” 

“But what will you do for an income, 
Sterling ?” 

“‘T can work out by the day. Perhaps the 
man who buys our farm—I hear the squire 
has got a purchaser for it—will employ me.” 

“To work out by the day at your age, 
Sterling!” said his wife, indignantly. 

“Tt will be hard, but if it is necessary I can 
do it.” 

“But I want to help, Sterling. I can get 
sewing to do.” 

“No, no; I won’t consent to that.” 

“Then I won’t consent to your working by 
the day.” 

“Well, we won’t discuss it to-night. We 
will let the future take care of itself.” 
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Just then the noise of wheels was heard, 
and a buggy stopped at the door. 

“TI do believe it’s Andy!” exclaimed Mrs, 
Grant, joyfully. 

It was Andy. A minute later he was in 
the house. 

“Tam late,” he said. “T lost the regular 
train, and had to get off at Stacy, six miles 
away; but I got a man from the stable to 

bring me over.” 
- “T am glad to see you, Andy,” said his 
mother. . 

“And so am I,” added Sterling Grant, 
“though it is a sad time.” 

“« Why a sad time, father?” 

“The squire will foreclose to-morrow.” 

“No, he won’t foreclose, father. I will 
top. it.” — 

_ © But how can you prevent it, my son?” 
_ “By paying the three thousand dollars, 
father.” 

“ Have you the money?” asked his father, 
incredulously. 

“ Yes.” 

“ But how——?” 
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CHAPTER XXXVIL. 


. CONCLUSION. 
‘A LITTLE before twelve o’clock on the 
following day Squire Carter rang the 

bell at the farmhouse door. He was dressed 
with scrupulous neatness, and there was a 
smile of triumphant anticipation on his face. 

Andy answered the bell. 

“ Walk in, squire,” he said. 

“Ha! So you are home, Andy ?” 

“Nes, sir.” 

“ Ahem! Your father has been unfortu- 
nate.” 

“Then you intend to foreclose ?” 

“ Yes; I need the money and must have it.” 

“Tsn’t that rather hard on an old neigh- 
bor ?” 

“ You are a boy, Andy, and don’t under- 
stand. Business is business.” 

“ Well, come in.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Grant were sitting by the 
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fireplace. They looked calm, not sorrowful, 
as the squire anticipated. 

“ Ahem! My friends, I am sorry for you!” 
said the squire, in a perfunctory way. “ Life 
is full of disappointments, as we read in the 
Scriptures.” 

“‘ What do you propose to do with the farm, 
squire?” asked the farmer, calmly. 

“T may sell it, if I can find a purchaser. 
I haven’t thought much about it.” 

“That is right, squire. It isn’t well to 
count your chickens before they are hatched.” 

It was Andy who spoke. 

“‘ Andrew, you are very flippant,” said the 
squire, displeased. ‘I apprehend that there 
is very little doubt as to my having the farm 
to sell.” 

_ “What do you suppose is going to become 
of my father?” 

“That is not for me to say. If I run the 
farm I may hire him to work on it.” 

“He has made up his mind to work on it.’ 

“With or without my permission?” said 
the squire, with a sneer. 

“Exactly so.” 
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_ “T don’t understand you,” said the squire, 
with dignified displeasure. | 

“JT presume not, but you will understand 
better when I say that he stands prepared to 
pay off the mortgage, and the farm will re- 
main his.” 

“Tmpossible !” ejaculated the squire, turn- 
ing pale. 

“Quite possible, sir. Have you the mort- 
gage with you?” 

, “Yes.” | 

“‘Here is a release which you will please 
sign. Father, you had better pay the squire 
at once.” 

Mr. Grant produced a big wallet, and 
counted out thirty one-hundred-dollar bills. 

“T believe that is correct, squire,” he said. 

“No, it isn’t. You haven’t paid the inter- 
est,’ snarled the squire. 

“Here is another hundred dollars—that 
will cover it.” 

Ten minutes later Squire Carter left the 
farmhouse with a heavy frown upon his face. 
He was bitterly disappointed, and the money 
did not console him. 
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position, but seriously embarrassed the squir 
who had lost money by ill-advised specu la- 
tion. wie 
Two years later he had to sell his fine plz : 
and take a much humbler one half a mile Bnd 
from the village. Conrad was obliged to see 
a place, and is bitterly humiliated because oe 
receives but four dollars a week, while the — 


Andy has sold out his property in ae Bi” 
to such advantage that he counts himsel 
worth twenty thousand dollars. He contim 
to live in handsome style with his frien 
Walter Gale, and is to be taken into partn 
ship in the real estate business by Mr. Cray 
ford when he attains the age of twenty-one. 

Of the less important characters in « 


Sei 
> 


CONCLUSION. 8385 


had a story published in the nickel library, 


los _and is very proud of this measure of success. 
He continues to write poems for the Century 


and other prominent magazines. They always 
-come back to him “respectfully declined,” 


_ but he cherishes the hope that some day he 


will receive a more favorable answer. 
Valentine Burns holds a place in Mr. Craw- 
ford’s office, and is giving excellent satisfac- 
tion. Simon Rich, formerly head clerk for 
_ Mr. Flint, has proved a defaulter, and is a 
fugitive in Canada. Sam Perkins still dazzles 
the world with his showy neckties, but thus 
far has only risen to ten dollars a week. 
Mr. Grant and his wife are happy in 
Andy’s success, and there is no danger of the 
farm passing from their possession. Quite 


unexpectedly the farmer has received a check 


Nera 


Ee..> 


- from Nathan Lawrence, the defaulting cashier 
of the Benton bank, for a thousand dollars, 
with assurance that in time the entire three 
thousand dollars will be paid up. 

“ After all, father,’ writes Andy, “it was 
lucky for me that I had to leave school. It 
was the beginning of my present prosperity.” 


By AMELIA MOTT GUMMERE 


Author of ‘The Quaker: A Study inCostume,” | 
“ Witchcraft and Quakerism,”’ etc. 8 


A New and Interesting Historical Study 


Mrs. Gummere has taken up in this work 
the study of an aspect of Quakerism which 
has hitherto received little attention. 

Quakerism has made an impression up- — 
on the two great English speaking nations 
of the globe ina way that is not yet fully 
appreciated, although the subject is begin- 
ning to receive more careful attention at — 
the hands of competent historians. The 
author is concerned not with the impress 
made by the Quaker upon theology or ~ 
eagre eee great as it has been, but with 

is influence upon social history. The 
unique feature of the Quaker’s career has 
been that he largely succeeded in living 
out his unwritten creed in a philosophy 
that made belief a conduct of life and 
manifested to the world its practicability 
as a working theory. ft 


vr 


The subject is treated in a manner to interest students | 
of social history and is written in a style attractive to the | 
general reader. This work contains fourteen interesting | 
historical illustrations, some of which have not before | 
been published. 


Price $1.50 Net | 
THE JOHN C. WINSTON Co. | 


PHILADELPHIA 


THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY | 
OF 


ALLEN JAY 


THE LIFE OF A WELL KNOWN FRIEND 


Allen Jay is one of the best known mem- 
bers of the Society of Friends, and his long 
life of seventy-eight years has been almost 
entirely devoted to religious and benevelent. 
work. 

The author’s life is so intimately connected 
with the modern history of Friends, both in 
America and other countries, that this volume 
will be of the greatest interest, not only to 
Friends, but to others, from a_ historical 
standpoint. In telling the story of his career, 
Allen Jay touches on many subjects, such as 
the following: : 

Randolph Meeting at Dayton, Ohio; the 
Millerites and Spiritualists; West Branch 
Quarterly Meeting; the Friends in Indiana, 
and Greenfield Monthly Meeting. Allen Jay’s 
beginnings in th= Ministry; the Civil War; 
the Draft and the Anti-Slavery Se-aration 
in Indiana Yearly Meeting; Allen Jay’s 
Activity Among Friends in Maryland, North 
Carolina, and Tennessee; Conditions in Car- 
olina at the Close of the Civil War; the Balti- 
more Association; Work of Francis T. King, 
John Scott and other Friends; Allen Jay’s 
Visits and Work in Great Britain and Nor- 
way; at Friends’ Boarding School in Provi- 
dence, Rhode Island; Earlham College and 
its History; the Five Years’ Mecting; Cali- 
fornia Yearly Meeting; Guilford, Earlham 
and Whittier Colleges; Work in Oregon, 
Washington, North Carolina and Nebraska. 


This book is fully illustrated and handsomely 
bound in cloth. Price $1.50 Net. 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO. 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


BOOKS BY | 
JOHN TROTWOOD MOORE 


JACK BALLINGTON, FORESTER 


A novel, published 1911. Illustrated | 
by George Gibbs Net $1.20 


UNCLE WASH: HIS STORIES 
Character stories, published trgro. 
Illustrated by Lucas and Sykes. $1.50 


/ THE OLD COTTON GIN 


A poem, published 1910. Illustrated 
by Charles H. Sykes Net $1.00 


| THE BISHOP OF COTTONTOWN 


A story of the Southern cotton mills, 
published 1906. Illustrated by The | 
Kinneys 


OLE MISTIS 
and other Songs and Stories from 
Tennessee, published 1902. Iflus- 
trated 


A SUMMER HYMNAL 


A Tennessee Romance, published rgor. 
Illustrated 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY | — 
PUBLISHERS PHILADELPHIA | — 


Practical Christianity 


RUFUS M. JONES, A. M., Lerr.D. 


Professor of Philosophy at 
Haverford College 


NEW AND REVISED EDITION 


This is a collection of short, practical 
articles on important religious subjects. 
It deals with questions which every think- 
ing man must meet in a practical way, 
and it contains a positive message for 
the times. 

In the sixty-six essays many of the 
most important phases of the spiritual life 
receive consideration, and the notes of 
hope and victory, and faith in the over- 
coming life, are everywhere manifest. It 
is a book which should appeal to all classes 
of Christians. The book also contains a 
suggestive chapter on ‘The Message of 
Quakerism.” 

This Second Edition contains thirteen 
additional chapters on timely subjects. 
I2mo. 208 pages. Oxford Laid Paper. 


Bound in Cloth. Price $1.00 net 
Postage 8 cents 


By HEE ow Tee 


T he Roundabout, Libs bra 


Vache “Peeples 


- THIS WELL-KNOWN SERIES OF BOOKS 
is recognized as the best library of Copyright Books, 
or young people, sold at popular prices. 

_ THE AUTHORS represented in the Roundabout 
pee are not only the best well-known writers of: ; 


juvenile 
best writings of these authors, 


OVER 100 TITLES are now in this Library E . s 
all new titles will be selected with the same care as } 
in the past, for stories that are not only entertaining 
1 but equally instructive and elevating. This respect 
| for wholesome juvenile literature is what has made 

and kept the ‘Roundabout Library better than os 
other library of books for Boys and Girls. 
OUR AIM is to maintain the supremacy of these 
books over all others from every viewpoint, and to 
| make the superior features so apparent that those who 


literature, but the titles listed comprise the c é 


have once read one, will always return to the L 


Roundabout Library for more. 
Bound in Extra Cloth, with gold title and ap- 
propriate cover designs stamped in colors, 
attractive and durable, printed on the best 
paper from sad clear type. Iiustrated, 
#2mo. 


PRICE PER VOLUME, - 


Catalogue mailed on application to the Publishers. 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publishers 
PHILADELPHIA 


BOOKS BY HENRY PETERSON 


DULCIBEL 


The plot of this story, half true and half fiction, 


takes place in the strange period of the Salem witch 
trials, when the best educated men of New England 
were carried away in their bigotry by the charges 
of a few vindictive girls. The story tells of the - 
great love of Ellis Raymond, clever, resourceful and 
courageous, for Dulcibel, a beautiful, fascinating 
heiress. 

Illustrations in color by Howard Pyle. 

Cloth, 12mo. 400 pages. $1.50. 


PEMBERTON ; 


OR, 
ONE HUNDRED YEARS AGO 
“A well-told romance of old Philadelphia and its 
vicinity. The incidents of the story are interwoven 
with the struggle for independence. The book is 
intensely American in character and sentiment, and 
healthful in its stimulation of patriotism.”—New 
York Observer. 


CLoTtH, I2Mo, 400 Paces. $1.50. 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publishers 
PHILADELPHIA 


HURLBUT’S STORY OF — 
THE BIBLE hi AO REVELATION. a 


BY REV. JESSE LYMAN HURLBUT, D.D. 


A BOOK FOR OLD AND YOUNG 


OLD in language that interests both Old and Young. 
“Supersedes all other books of the kind.” Recom- La 
mended by all Denominations for its freshnessand ~ 

accuracy; for its freedom from doctrinal discussion; forits ~~ 

simplicity of language; for its numerous and appropriate 
illustrations; as the best work on the subject. The great- 

est aid to Parents, Teachers and all who wish the Bible x 

Story in a simplified form. 168 separate stories, each Se 

complete in itself, yet forming a continuous narrative of 7 

the Bible. 762 pages, nearly 300 half-tone illustrations, 

8 in colors. Octavo. 


THE FLEXIBLE MOROCCO STYLE 


“HURLBUT’S STORY OF THE BIBLE” can be obtained 7 
in FLEXIBLE MOROCCO BENDING with red under gold 
edges. This new binding will give the work a wider use, __ 
for in this convenient form the objection to carrying the 
ordinary bound book is entirely overcome. This conve- ; 
nient style also contains ‘“‘HURLBUT’S BIBLE LESSONS 
FOR BOYS AND GIRLS,” a system of questions and 
answers, based on the stories in the book, by which the 


Old Testament story can be taught in a year, and the one 
New Testament story can be taught ina year. This edition fe 
also contains 17 Maps printed in colors, covering the geog-. ae 
taphy of the Old Testament and of the New Testament. 

These additional features are not included in the 3 


Cloth bound book, but are only to be obtained in the new 
Flexible Morocco style. 


a 

- 

loti extrac? Vin cw ceca arcute Sects Price, $1.50 oe 2 
a 


FLEXIBLE MOROCCO STYLE, Bound in FRENCH SEAL, 
round corners, red under gold edges, extra grained lin- 
ing, specially sewed to produce absolute flexibility and 


great durability. Each book packed in neat and sub- ta 

stantial box ae 
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Critics uniformly agree that parents can. safely place in the hands 
_ Of boys and girls any book written by Edward S, Ellis / 


_The “FLYING BOYS” Series 


Author of the Renowned ‘“Deerfoot” Books, and 100 
other famous volumes for young people 


During his trip abroad last summer, Mr. Ellis became 


_-intensely interested in eroplane and airship flying in. 


France, and this new series from his pen is the visible re- 
sult of what he would call a “‘vacation.‘‘ He has made 
a study of the science and art of exronautics, and these 
books will give boys just the information they want about 
‘this marvelous triumph of man. 

First Volume: THE FLYING BOYS IN THE SKY 

Second Volume: THE FLYING BOYS TO THE RESCUE 
The stories are timely and full of interest and stirring 
events. Handsomely illustrated and with appropriate 
cover design. 

PRICE 2c; 5.5% .Per volume, 60 cents. Postpaid 


This series will appeal to up-to-date American Girls. The subsequent 


volumes will carry the Ranch Girls through numerous ups and downs 
of fortune and adventures in America and Europe 

THE “RANCH GIRLS” SERIES IS A 

NEW LINE OF BOOKS FOR GIRLS 


—— hh 


Ranch Girls at Rainbow Lodge 


By MARGARET VANDERCOOK 


This first volume of the new RANCH GIRLS SERIES, 
will stir up the envy of all girl readers to a life of healthy 
exercise and honest helpfulness. The Ranch Girls under- 
take the management of a large ranch in a western state, 
and after many difficulties make it pay and give them a 
good living. They are jolly, healthy, attractive girls, who 
have the best kind of a time, and the young readers will 


ec enjoy the book as muchas any of them. The first volume 


of the Ranch Girls Series will be followed by other titles 
carrying the Ranch Girls through numerous ups and. downs 
of fortune and adventures in America and Europe. 

Attractive cover design. Excellent paper. Illustrated. 12mo. 


Clothe, 2.1 Price, Per volume, 60 cents. Postpaid 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publishers 
WINSTON BUILDING PHILADELPHIA 
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S (JOHN KENDRICK)—Andiron Tales. The story of ‘elit 

; panes, fhe Bava svadeend adventures in the Clouds—written 
“a Mr. Bangs’ happiest vein, and handsomely illustrated with co 
drawings by Dwiggins. Octavo. Cloth. ee et 
—Molly and the Unwiseman. A Humorous ‘Story for Chil 
yom,» iClofh j.05. .. tian vasa vied) ve taate ae 


te ; 
Fa BUTTERWORTH Tieeteous Heroine of the Wildernes: 
S A Girl’s Book lina the romance of the snes of Lincoln, 1z2mo. 
meee a (ee a a legis @alvieic a BG atte ta dbeenn ope oe idee 


a DIMMICK (RUTH CROSBY)—The Bogie Man. The story in ¥ 
a of a little boy who met the Bogie Man, and had many surpr 


is Ae “on adventures with him; and found him not sucha bad fellow afte: 
2: all. 34 sy maha 72 each, Octavo. Boards with colore: 
COVED Sos Ss ome ok wyigel tn Dh Seite pan ET a a 


FILLEBROWN (R. H. M.)—Rhymes of Happy Chiidhood. 
some holiday book of homely verses beautifully illustrated wii ; 
color plates, and drawings in black and red. Colored inlay, be 
top. New Edition 1911. Flat 8vo. Cloth........ SG -$2.0 


HOFFMAN (DR. HENRY)-—Slovenly Peter. Original Edition, This 
Gee celebrated work has amused children probably more than ay. o 
es juvenile book. It contains the quaint hand colored pictur 

kee ened on extra quality of paper and durably bound. 
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' HUGHES (THOMAS)—Tom Brown's School-days at Rukesee 
Nome? edition with 22 illustrations. r2mo. Cloth............ ae 


Sl LAMB (CHARLES AND MARY)—Tales from Shakespeare. 
ted with an introduction by The Rev. / lfred Ainger, M.A. 
Edition with 20 illustrations. r2zmo, Cloth...... seen ee 


MOTHER’S PRIMER. Printed from large clear type, contains alp 
bet and ina and cate ee stories for children. 12m 


a Paper covers. oe asia hae -Per dozen $0.5) 
“an TANNENFORST (u 2SULA) — Heroines Ae a Senaeis Room. 
oe sequel to The Thistles of Mount Cedar. An interesting st 
be interesting girls. Illustrated. 312mo. Cloth............. $1. 
i —The Thistles. of Mount Cedar. A story of a Girls’ Fraternity 
A well-told story for Girls. Illustrated. r2mo. Cloth. 


coe enlace Oxtgives Kens for Infant Minds. 
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ae ~~ JACK BALLINGTON, FORESTER 


_ The story concerns the fortunes of Jack Ballington, 
ho, on account of his apparent lack of fighting qualities, 
ems to be in danger of losing his material heritage and sae 
the girl he loves, but in the stirring crisis he measuresup 
the traditions of his forefathers. 

“Will captivate by its humor, set all the heart strings to 
vibrating by its pathos, flood one’s being in the great surge of 


patriotism. .a story that yastly enriches American fiction.” 
—Albany Times-Union. 


Z 12mo. Cloth. 341 pages 
Been Geri Gicie ee vt $1.20 Net. Postage 13 cents 


_. THE BISHOP OF COTTONTOWN 


A STORY OF THE TENNESSEE VALLEY 

; Love, pathos and real humor run th-ough the book 
in delightful measure. Over allis shed the light of the 
‘Old Bishop,” endearing himself to every reader by his 
entleness, his strength and his uncynical knowledge of 
the world which he finds so good to livein. 31 editions 
ee already been sold. 

12mo. Cloth. 606 pages 


«Price... .. Se a $1.50 Postpaid ete). 


UNCLE WASH: HIS STORIES 


A book of stories centering about the character of siete 

Uncle Wash,”’ which even in the brief time since its pub- FS 

- jication has achieved a large and notable success among feted 

= all classes of readers. Many editions have already been Re ke 
sold. 


One of the few great books. ”— Rochester Unton and Advertiser. 
“A mine of humor and pathos.”—Omaha World-Herald. 


- 12mo. Cloth. 329 pages 
BER EIU Cos ke esc ea TG eke $1.50 Postpaid 


A SUMMER HYMNAL 


A ROMANCE OF TENNESSEE 


The story of Edward Ballington and his love affairs 
with two delightful girls in charming contrast, forms the 
Blot of this captivating xe story. On the threads of 


this narrative is woven the story of a blind man who 
meets the catastrophe of sudden darkness ina spirit of 


bravery, sweetness and resignation which commands the 


love and respect of every reader. 
12mo. Cloth. 332 pages 
1200 EMROEY ere a) AUR pe > 7 $1.25 Postpaid 


SONGS AND STORIES FROM TENNESSEE 


In truth Mr. Moore, in this collection of songs and 
stories of Dixie Land, has created a work that will live 
ng in the traditions of the Soyth and longer in the 
hearts of his readers. One has only to read ‘‘Ole Mistis,” 
the first story in this collection, to feel the power of Mr. 
Moore’s genius. It is at once the finest story of a horse 
race ever written, a powerful love story and most touch- 
ingly pathetic narrative of the faith and devotion of a 
little slave. 

12mo. Cloth. 358 pages 


POO crane avdlnaishe ale cata Sie tebe eletete $1.25 Postpaid 


THE OLD COTTON GIN 


“The “Old Cotton Gin’ breathes the passionate 
patriotism of the South, her dearest sentiments, her pathos 
and regrets, her splendid progress and her triumphant 
future. This poem is a popular favorite throughout the 
South, and has been adopted officially in some -states. 


The author is one of her truest sons. All the pages of ~ 


the book are decorated with original drawings, including 
seven exceedingly fine full-page illustrations. 
Bound in In.ported Silk Cloth. Size 64x 9} inches 
PRICE tras sattestr-teteugh $1.00 Net. Postage ro cents 


ALL OF THE ABOVE BOOKS ARE HANDSOMELY | 
ILLUSTRATED BY WELL-KNOWN ARTISTS 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO., Publishers 


WINSTON BUILDING - PHILADELPHIA 
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‘THE RENOWNED STANDARD JUVENILES | 
BY EDWARD S. ELLIS laa 


Edward S. Ellis is regarded asthe latter da Coo er. 
‘His books will always be read for the accurate ee picunee 


of pioneer life they portray. 


LIST OF TITLES 


Deerfoot Series 
Hunters of the Ozark. 
The Last War Trail. 
Camp in the Mountains. 

Log Cabin Series 
Lost Trail. 
Footprints in the Forest. 
Camp Fire and Wigwam. 
Boy Pioneer Series 
Ned in the Block-House. 
Ned on the River. 
Ned in the Woods. 

The Northwest Series 
Two Boys in Wyoming. 
Cowmen and Rustlers. 

A Strange Craft and its 

Wonderful Voyage. 
| Boone and Kenton Series 
Shod with Silence. 

In the Days of the Pioneers. 
Phantom of the River. 

War Chief Series 

Red Eagle. 

Blazing Arrow. 

Iron Heart, War Chief of 
the Iroquois. 

The New Deerfoot Series 
Deerfoot in the Forest. 
Deerfoot on the Prairie. 
Deerfoot in the Mountains. 

Overland Series 
Alden the Pony Express Rider 
Alden Among the Indians. 
PRICE .60 PER VOLUME 


True Grit Series 
Jim and Joe. 
Dorsey, the Young Inventor. 
Secret of Coffin Island. 
Great American Series 
Teddy and Towser; or, Early 
Days in California. 
Up the Forked River. 
Colonial Series 
An American King. 
The Cromwell of Virginia. 
The Last Emperor of the 
Old Dominion. 

Foreign Adventure Series 
Lost in the Forbidden Land. 
River and Jungle. 
The Hunt of the White 

Elephant. 
Paddle Your OwnCanoe Series 
The Forest Messengers. 

The Mountain Star. 

Queen of the Clouds, 
Arizona Series 

Off the Reservation; or, 

Caught in an Apache Raid. 

Trailing Geronimo; or, 
Campaigning with Cook. 
The Round-Up; or, Geroni- 

mo’s Last Raid. 
The Catamount Camp Series 
Captain of the Camp. 
Catamount Camp. 

Sold Separately and in set 


Complete Catalogue of Famous Alger Books, Celebrated 
Castlemon Books and Renowned Ellis Books mailed on 


application. 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON CO. 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
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